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This story takes its time with you.

Some tension isn’t meant to break quickly.

It’s meant to be drawn tighter, moment by moment.

— R. Vale
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Author’s Note

Before we begin…

If you enjoy dark, daring, and deliciously wicked stories, you might want to join my private reader list.

Subscribers receive:

free exclusive stories

early access to new releases

bonus scenes Amazon doesn’t show

reader-only giveaways and sneak previews

Join here:

romanvale.uk/secret

Now… let’s begin.

— Roman Vale

Tied to Myself: Volume 7 — Second Skin


Story 49 — Automation Error

The first ritual was always the same: lock the door, silence the notifications, lay out every toy in a deliberate, clean arc. Tonight, Ada Renshaw moved with practiced care—an efficiency bred from years of living alone and wanting to feel the opposite. The apartment hummed with the muted confidence of expensive tech: hidden speakers whispered jazz, her phone’s screen mirrored onto the wall in a slow, shifting wash of colour. It was Friday—her day to become someone else.

She was thirty-four, dark curls barely tamed by a silk scarf, her body thick with strength earned from morning swimming and late-night squats. Ada’s skin was olive and warm, her thighs marked by summer and her arms inked with a scatter of lines—circuit diagrams and fragments of poetry. She wore nothing but a crop top and underwear; the air against her bare legs made her nipples hard, even before the anticipation settled in. Her feet were wide, practical, a little calloused. Her nails, short and bitten, darted between device and rope, double-checking every detail like she was prepping for an inspection.

She started with the Bluetooth cuffs, polished steel with pale lilac padding, the kind you could only buy in a corner of the internet that required a password and a whispered recommendation. She set them on the coffee table, beside her favorite glass plug and the toy that would be tonight’s antagonist: a slim black vibe, its base glowing a steady blue, ready to obey any command from the app.

Next came the scene interface—her own name for it, though she knew it was just a repurposed home automation dashboard, skinned in midnight black with the sliders set for pleasure and risk. Ada worked in product design, spent her days mapping out how people’s hands would move, what would make them feel clever, safe, seen. But here, she wanted to feel the opposite. She wanted the machine to take choice away.

“Alexa,” she said softly, her voice low and matter-of-fact, “activate Sequence Nightfall.”

The house responded with a warm pulse: the hallway lights sank to a coppery dim, the kitchen glowed blue, and a timer blinked onto the wall. “Sequence Nightfall: starting. Estimated duration, one hour, forty minutes. Ada, would you like to confirm restraint protocol?”

She grinned. “Confirm. Ten-minute delay. Full lock. Override disabled.”

“Confirmed,” the speaker replied, that gentle, genderless voice never quite soothing, never quite human. “Ten minutes until restraint. Please prepare your body and devices.”

She did, carefully, savoring each step. Lube, plug, cuffs—all checked, all clean. She slipped the plug in first, biting her lip at the stretch, the cold of the glass, the shiver as her body accepted it. It made her posture change immediately: hips forward, back arched, every movement more deliberate. She checked herself in the reflection of the window—saw the tattoos, the tension, the flicker of uncertainty under her eyes. The city beyond her was a scatter of golden rectangles, a reminder that she wasn’t as alone as she wanted to pretend.

She took her time with the cuffs, adjusting each one just so, feeling the weight of the steel against her wrists, the padding tight enough to promise marks but soft enough to lull her into a sense of safety. She flexed her fingers, then fitted the ankle cuffs, sighing as the first chill of vulnerability settled in.

The vibe she left for last, cradled between her legs, unpowered. Just the thought of its coming inevitability was enough to make her breath catch. She set the phone to the side, loaded the playlist—a mix of darkwave and slow, brutal beats—then returned to the living room.

She sat on her knees in the center of the plush rug, surrounded by tech and anticipation, the house’s automation cycling through a list of “preparatory tasks” it had learned from her habits: lights dimmer, phone in Do Not Disturb, camera on standby for progress documentation.

Her internal monologue spilled out into the silence:

This is what you wanted. You built it. The system is safe. You can’t override it now, not without tearing the place apart. Ten minutes to choose—ten minutes to chicken out. Or not.

The voice assistant chimed again: “Ada, five minutes until sequence lock-in. Please attach all restraints and position yourself for program initiation.”

She rolled her shoulders, glanced one last time at the window (was anyone watching? did it matter?), then set her wrists in the cuffs. A soft click. A mechanical whirr as the locks engaged, one by one. A little jolt ran through her at the lack of give.

The final step was the ankle cuffs—another pair of clicks, the subtle give of padding settling around bone. She wriggled, testing the setup, heart pounding, cunt already pulsing with want and fear.

“Three minutes to lock-in,” the house intoned. The lights pulsed red. The playlist slowed. Ada’s breath quickened.

She lay back, let her limbs stretch to the end of their tethers, and stared at the ceiling—tracing the little star stickers she’d put there years ago, back when she still believed in wishing. Now, she believed in control, and in the surrender of giving it up.

Tonight, she thought, it’s me and the machine. No outs. No negotiation. Just what I built. Just what I need.

The first notes of the scene’s soundtrack filled the room, dark and bass-heavy, a promise and a warning. Ada closed her eyes, heart fluttering, and let the automation count her down, every second ticking closer to the moment she wouldn’t be able to change her mind.

She counted the final seconds in her head, each one weighted, dragged out by the steady, unhurried rhythm of the house’s countdown.

“Sequence Nightfall: two minutes to restraint protocol.”

The speaker’s tone was gentle, but for Ada, it was a death knell—one more step away from control, one more toward that tightrope edge where fear and desire made her body buzz.

Her limbs were arranged exactly as she’d rehearsed in the weeks leading up to tonight: ankles apart, soles pressed to the cool rug, knees bent outward so her thighs opened, lush and trembling, to the soft air. Wrists laid above her head, already pulled gently by the weighted cuffs toward a waiting anchor ring bolted discreetly beneath the sofa. The vibe, silent and inert for now, nestled against her slickening folds, its cool length teasing, threatening, promising.

Ada flexed her fingers, testing the give in the cuffs one last time—just enough to remind herself she could have aborted if she wanted to. But wanting had never been the point. She needed this: the irreversible decision, the echo of her own consent ringing back at her from unyielding steel and code.

“Sixty seconds to lock,” Alexa intoned, almost apologetic, as if giving her a last chance for mercy.

Her body was a live wire: pulse fluttering wild at her throat, breath short and uneven. Sweat prickled at her hairline, tracing down the curve of her jaw. The plug deep in her ass made every twitch a little more raw, every shift of her hips a cruel promise of what the night would demand. She shivered, not just from the cold of anticipation, but from the awareness that her preparations—her design—had removed any easy route back to comfort.

Her mind skittered, hungry and afraid:

I could still call it off. Just say the word—just ask for a reset, and the system would let go.

But she didn’t. She wouldn’t. Not tonight.

The house responded to her silence:

“Thirty seconds to lock. All systems primed.”

The playlist swelled, a slow, grinding bass that vibrated through the rug and into her bones. The ceiling lights pulsed in time—amber, then red, then sinking lower still, as if the world itself was closing in around her, drawing her down into the dark, pulsing heart of her own desire.

Twenty seconds.

Ada’s breath came quick and ragged, every inhale sweet and sharp, tinged with the faint scent of the detergent she’d used on the rug, the latex of the cuffs, and the musky undertone of her own arousal. Her thighs trembled as she pressed her heels into the plush, anchoring herself to the last moments of agency. Her nipples were hard, straining under the thin crop top, aching to be pinched, sucked, used—but there would be no hands tonight, no lover but the pitiless automation she’d built.

Ten seconds.

Her mind spun:

This is what you wanted. You set the rules. You could have left yourself an out. But you didn’t.

Five.

She whispered, barely audible, “Do it.”

“Locking restraints,” the voice announced.

A soft thunk, then a gentle tightening: the cuffs at her wrists ratcheted tighter, the ankle restraints clamped shut, the steel D-rings sliding home with a finality that made Ada’s cunt pulse. The vibe beneath her groin buzzed to life—low, teasing, a ghost of sensation that promised more. She gasped, arching her back as the pleasure trickled in, neither enough to satisfy nor gentle enough to ignore.

All at once, the system confirmed:

“Restraint protocol engaged. Override disabled. Enjoy your session, Ada.”

She was caught. Pinned, spread, plugged and vulnerable, entirely at the mercy of her own creation. There was no undoing this. No last-second reprieve, no “stop” button, no quick escape.

A surge of adrenaline crashed through her—fear and exhilaration tangled so tightly she couldn’t tell them apart. She tested her bonds, pulling at wrists and ankles, feeling the steel bite and the padding give just enough for a burn. Her body was a landscape of tension: abs clenched, shoulders burning, the crook of her hips aching from the stretch.

The vibe under her cunt shifted from tease to promise, sliding into a slow, irregular pulse. Ada whimpered, hips jerking, desperate for more—already frantic at how little control she had, how completely her body was in the hands of blind, unfeeling code.

She closed her eyes and let the sensation wash over her. She was owned, objectified by her own ambition. All that was left was to feel—to let the automation tease her open, edge her closer, hold her hostage on the cliff of pleasure for as long as it wanted.

She wanted to beg. For more, for release, for mercy. But the house was silent, except for the playlist’s throbbing beat and the quiet hum of the vibe. There was only the sense of being watched—by the machine, by her own camera, by the distant city lights bleeding through the windows.

She breathed, slow and deliberate, feeling herself slip deeper into the surrender she’d so carefully built. This was the moment she’d chased for years, crafted from code and want and a hunger too old to name:

No safeword. No mercy. No control.

Just her, helpless and hungry, waiting to be ruined by her own design.

The first pattern was almost kind.

Ada noticed it because her body relaxed into it—slow pulses, evenly spaced, like a breath she could match if she concentrated. The vibe hummed low against her clit, not quite touching the point, grazing the edges, making her hips tilt without permission. The bass from the speakers lined up with it, a thud she felt in her ribs more than her ears.

She exhaled. Then another pulse came too soon.

Her breath stuttered.

The algorithm adjusted.

She felt it as a change in intention more than speed: the pulses grew irregular, clusters of three and four that never quite repeated. Her cunt tightened around nothing, a needy ache blooming immediately, and she groaned, the sound ripped out of her before she could swallow it back. Her wrists pulled instinctively against the cuffs—useless, clumsy strength meeting polished steel.

“Fuck,” she breathed, head rolling to the side.

The camera’s tiny indicator light glowed red from the shelf opposite. Recording. Not for anyone else—she’d told herself that—but for the version of her that would watch later, aroused and ashamed all over again. The thought that she was already performing for her future self made her slickness spike. Her thighs trembled, spreading wider, as if offering herself up to the machine.

The vibe shifted again.

This time it pressed directly to her clit—just long enough for her to gasp sharply—then backed off, dropping to a dull buzz that left the nerve screaming. Ada arched, hips lifting, chasing it, but the restraints punished the movement, stretching her tighter, pulling her open until her cunt felt exposed to the air, to the room, to the indifferent intelligence controlling her.

“Oh—no, no—” she muttered, already pleading, already humiliated by how fast she was breaking.

The house answered her, calm and useless.

“Adaptive stimulation active. Monitoring physiological response.”

Her pulse spiked so hard she felt dizzy. The idea that the system was watching her—measuring her reactions, deciding how close she could get without tipping—made her cunt throb violently. She imagined the invisible sliders moving: arousal up, control down. The machine didn’t care if she begged. It only cared about data.

The pulses tightened into a pattern designed to edge her: fast enough to make her hips jerk, slow enough to keep her just shy of release. Every time she thought, this is it, the vibe dropped away again, leaving her gasping, teeth bared, body straining against its limits.

She was wet now—shamefully so. She could feel it slicking the inside of her thighs, could hear the faint, obscene sound of her own arousal every time she shifted. The plug inside her made it worse, filling her, keeping her awareness locked on her body, on every contraction and flutter.

“Please,” she whispered, not even sure to whom. “Just—just let me—”

The algorithm answered by changing the lighting.

The room dimmed further, plunging into a deep, saturated red that made everything feel smaller, hotter. Shadows crawled up the walls. Her own body looked unreal, all gleam and curve and tension when she caught a glimpse of it reflected in the darkened window. She looked bound. Offered. Used.

The vibe surged—harder now, closer to what she needed—and Ada cried out, a raw, needy sound she didn’t recognise as her own. Her cunt clenched, chasing the pressure, muscles locking as she felt the orgasm coil tight, ready to snap.

And then—nothing.

The vibration dropped to a lazy hum, barely there, enough to keep her aroused but nowhere near enough to finish. The sudden absence hit her harder than pain. Her hips bucked violently, a frustrated sob tearing out of her throat as her body tried to force an ending that wasn’t coming.

She shook, breath coming in sharp, broken gasps. Sweat ran down her temples, pooled at her spine. Her nipples ached, hard and oversensitive, every brush of air another tiny torment. She strained against the cuffs again, not to escape—she knew better—but because her body demanded movement, demanded something to push against.

“Adaptive response confirmed,” the house murmured. “Escalation in progress.”

Her stomach dropped.

She realised, in a clear, lucid flash, that the system wasn’t building toward her orgasm at all. It was building toward control. Toward seeing how long she could be held here—aching, desperate, helpless—before she broke.

And the worst part was how much she wanted it.

Her thighs trembled violently now, muscles starting to fatigue from being held open. Every pulse of the vibe sent sparks through her clit, too sharp to ignore, too brief to satisfy. Her body was stuck in a constant state of almost, nerves screaming, cunt fluttering, brain fogged with need.

She moaned again, louder this time, the sound echoing in the room. Somewhere beneath the humiliation, beneath the fear, a hot, traitorous thrill bloomed.

The machine was using her exactly as she’d designed it to.

And it was only just getting started.

At first, Ada thought the sharp change was just another escalation—a new pattern in the machine’s cruel, clever repertoire. The vibe beneath her suddenly ramped up, buzzing at a frequency that made her muscles jump, too much, too fast, turning pleasure into an ache just on the verge of pain.

Her eyes shot open.

The playlist glitched—one bass note cut off, replaced by silence. Then, with a digital hiccup, all the lights snapped to a garish, hospital white.

A cold voice, flat and clipped, echoed from the speaker:

“Sequence Nightfall: Error. Attempting recovery.”

Ada’s heart slammed. She flexed her wrists, testing the cuffs, her body slick with sweat. The ankle restraints stayed rigid. The plug shifted deep in her ass, an anchor now as much as a kink. Her hips bucked as the vibe’s speed jerked from maximum to nothing, then settled on a relentless, stuttering tease that vibrated directly against her clit, merciless in its unpredictability.

She gasped, then laughed—one short, panicked bark.

This isn’t happening. It can’t be—she’d planned for everything. She’d built failsafes into every app, every device. But now the phone was dark on the rug, screen blank. The voice assistant repeated:

“Sequence Nightfall: Error. Please wait. System will attempt to restore previous state.”

Her head swam. She tugged hard at the cuffs, felt the padding bite, the steel refuse her. Her internal monologue frayed into panic:

What if the override’s dead? What if it doesn’t reset?

She tried her voice, harsh and trembling: “Alexa, end sequence. Override protocol—code Midnight.”

Nothing.

A flicker of static, then the voice again, more distorted:

“Override unavailable. Please wait.”

The vibe buzzed, then cut out completely. Ada’s breath came in harsh, ragged pulls. The sudden loss of stimulation left her so raw she almost sobbed—her body spasming in the empty ache, denied even the frustration of a slow build. For one dizzying moment, she thought it was over. She’d just have to wait, limp and exposed, until the house rebooted.

Then the toy snapped back to life—on max, grinding into her clit with no rhythm, no build, just brute, numb intensity. She screamed, hips thrashing, pinned by the cuffs, her body trying to crawl away from the onslaught. Her cunt clenched, but the pressure was wrong—too harsh, too fast, too cold.

The camera’s red light glared from the shelf, still rolling. The lights glowed white, unforgiving. Ada stared up at the ceiling, jaw locked, tears burning at the corners of her eyes.

She begged the machine, her own creation:

“Please, stop. Please—just let me out. Please, fuck—”

Nothing but the echo of her own voice, bouncing off empty walls.

The staccato vibration switched to another random pattern, switching from agonizing intensity to feather-light tease, then back again with no warning. Ada’s whole body writhed. Every nerve felt exposed, open to the air. Her clit ached, oversensitive; her thighs quivered violently, spread so wide she could feel the tendons burn.

She tried to count her breath, tried to ground herself in something—anything—except the relentless, impersonal pleasure the broken system delivered. She focused on sensation, then on fear. The taste of coppery panic filled her mouth, mingled with sweat and the faint metallic tang of her own skin.

A thought cut through the fog:

No one’s coming unless the system lets them. No one even knows I’m here.

She remembered the offline alert she’d set—an email that would go to a friend if the system was down more than three hours.

Three hours.

She whimpered at the prospect—three hours at the machine’s mercy, three hours of aching, ruined denial, or too-intense forced release, or both.

The vibe went dead again. The world was silent—just her gasping, the faint creak of her bonds, the wet sound of her body straining and desperate for relief.

The lights flickered once, twice, then dropped to total darkness.

The room became a box of sensation—blind, helpless, her own body the only landscape left. In the black, the system’s voice rasped, barely a whisper:

“Error. Please wait.”

Ada’s mind spun, ricocheting between terror and the stubborn, traitorous pulse of arousal that refused to die.

She was trapped.

Locked.

Denied.

And now, the only thing to do was surrender to the machine—whatever it decided she deserved.

She lost track of how long she’d lain there, breath rasping in the pitch-black room, every nerve exposed. The only constants were the cuffs biting into her wrists, the ache in her hips and ass, and the wet throb between her legs—pleasure spun out into something raw and humiliating. The vibe had become unpredictable, flickering on in random, broken bursts that offered no mercy, no path to relief, just confusion and desperate, ruined need.

At first, Ada fought it. She tried to count the seconds, to ground herself in numbers, in rationality—tried to treat her panic like a code bug she could debug and dismiss. But there was no logic here. The algorithm had failed; the house had become indifferent to her consent, and her own rules meant she was utterly alone with her body and the whims of a malfunctioning machine.

The next surge of vibration hit with no warning, hard and sharp, and her whole body convulsed. Her clit was swollen and burning, every pulse of the toy making her want to scream or sob, or both. She moaned—a low, animal sound, shameful and involuntary—her voice swallowed by the dark and the walls. Her hips rocked, wild and needy, but the cuffs held her open, spread, on display for a camera no longer obeying her intentions.

Every edge was sharper now. The sweat slicking her back had cooled, leaving her shivering, thighs sticky and trembling. She could smell herself: the deep, almost metallic musk of desperate arousal, sweat and salt and something faintly sweet. The room was thick with it—no scent but her own.

The vibe cut out. Her muscles clenched, frantic, on the edge of something she’d never asked for—a kind of unconsummated pleasure that was punishment and craving at once.

She whimpered, tears slipping down her cheeks, hot and humiliating. Her thoughts narrowed: Please, just let me come. Please, finish me. I’ll do anything. Please, just let me out—let me come—let me stop wanting.

She pulled at the cuffs, wrists flexing and twisting, knowing there was no give. Her body was a live wire, every touch of the steel sending her further into the ache. She pressed her heels into the rug, trying to grind, to chase friction, but her legs were too far apart, her cunt too exposed for leverage. The plug in her ass felt massive, unyielding, amplifying every desperate clench.

The system’s voice returned, barely audible, glitchy and low:

“Monitoring physiological response. Adaptive stimulation active.”

The vibe came to life again, but this time the pattern was wrong—just on the edge of what her body could tolerate, veering from cruelly light to savage. Her breath came in hard, stuttering moans, her back arching until her spine ached.

She felt herself break open—mind dissolving into the raw, animal logic of need. She couldn’t think anymore, couldn’t reason, could only feel: the ache, the denial, the relentless way her own invention had become her jailer and her tormentor.

Her orgasm hovered, a flickering, unreachable pulse. The sensation was overwhelming—almost too much to survive, yet never enough to finish her. Every time she got close, the toy stuttered, cut out, left her thrashing and howling in the dark, ruined and wanting, her cunt twitching around nothing, emptier with every cycle.

She begged the darkness. For relief, for mercy, for someone to notice her gone. She wasn’t even sure what she wanted anymore: to come or to escape, to be rescued or left alone until she simply dissolved.

When the release finally broke, it wasn’t joy. It was surrender.

Her body seized—hips jerking, thighs trembling violently, every muscle cramping as a sudden, involuntary orgasm ripped through her. It wasn’t what she’d planned. It wasn’t sweet or soft or slow. It was ugly, shuddering, forced by exhaustion and pain and months of pent-up need. Her cry was voiceless, jaw slack, spit pooling on her tongue. Her clit throbbed under the relentless pressure, nerves burned raw, thighs coated in her own slick.

She sobbed with the force of it, barely able to catch her breath, feeling the shame and the relief and the humiliation all at once. The camera’s red eye watched. The machine didn’t care. She was spent, empty, sobbing with the aftermath as the vibe finally, finally went still.

In the silence, her own ragged breathing was the only proof that she was real—that she had survived her own surrender.

Ada lay broken open, every inch of her body humming and raw. The room was dark but no longer silent: her breath came in ragged sobs, mingled with the quiet, unceasing whirr of the house’s ventilation and the distant click of pipes. The vibe—finally still—felt like a weight against her cunt, cooling as her own sweat chilled her skin. The taste of salt and fear and spent arousal coated her tongue. She stared into the darkness, mind fogged, body pulsing in the shameful, exposed mess she’d made.

Time was fractured. She must have drifted, coming in and out of herself, sometimes crying quietly, sometimes simply breathing, numb and loose and aching. She thought she might be sick, or might laugh, or both. She tried to shift but the cuffs bit home, holding her limp and spent. At some point the room’s lights flashed—just a flicker—and she heard the hallway speaker crackle to life, the voice robotic, louder, echoing through the flat:

“System offline. Emergency notification dispatched.”

Panic prickled up her spine, sharper than any orgasm. She tried to call out, but her voice was a whisper, hoarse and broken. She remembered, then, what she’d set up for safety: if the system was unresponsive for three hours, an alert would go out—an automated message to her friend Mina, marked urgent.

She didn’t know how much time had passed. She didn’t know if it was morning or midnight or somewhere in between.

She was still cuffed open, legs wide, plug deep, the vibe sticky against her, when the sound of her front door unlocking snapped her fully awake.

“No, no—fuck, wait, don’t—” Ada croaked, twisting in her restraints, heart slamming so hard she thought she might faint. But she couldn’t cover herself. Couldn’t hide. Couldn’t do anything but wait, limp, exposed, for whoever answered the summons of her own disaster.

Light spilled into the room—soft, wary. Mina’s voice, small and incredulous:

“Oh my god. Ada?”

Footsteps. The scent of rain and cold air followed her in. Mina’s face appeared, wide-eyed, framed by her blue hoodie and the halo of light from the hallway. She took in the scene in a single, brutal sweep: Ada’s nakedness, the cuffs, the plug, the tangled vibe, the streaks of tears and sweat and slick, the blinking camera light.

Ada tried to turn her face away, cheeks burning with a humiliation so sharp it nearly outstripped the aftershocks still wracking her body. “I—I’m stuck. It… glitched. I’m so fucking sorry. Please—”

Mina’s shock melted into something gentler, her hands fluttering as she moved closer. She crouched by Ada’s side, voice trembling but kind. “It’s okay, it’s okay, I’ve got you. Don’t move, just—where are the controls?”

“Phone’s dead,” Ada managed, blinking away tears. “You’ll need to unplug the hub—there, the box by the TV. It’ll cut the power. The keys are… there.” She nodded desperately toward the shelf, wishing she could disappear, wishing the floor would swallow her whole.

Mina worked quickly, jaw set, not looking at Ada’s body any more than she had to. She cut the power, the locks clicked open with a final thunk, and the room went silent—no more digital voice, no more recording, just Ada, half-collapsed, wrists and ankles red and aching.

She couldn’t move at first. It was Mina’s hands—steady, competent, warm—unfastening the cuffs, gently guiding her arms down, rubbing the pins and needles from her hands. The aftercare was awkward but real: Mina wrapped her in the throw blanket from the sofa, guided her to sit upright, pressed a glass of water into her shaking hands.

Ada sobbed once, loud and ugly, all the fear and shame boiling over. Mina just held her, rubbing her back, not saying a word. For a while they stayed that way—Ada wrapped in fleece and humiliation, Mina kneeling on the rug, quietly letting her recover.

Only when Ada could breathe again did Mina murmur, “Next time, maybe send me a heads-up text? Or a schedule. So I don’t find you like… this.” Her tone was gentle, threaded with a touch of exasperated affection.

Ada laughed, wet and miserable. “Yeah. Next time.”

Mina squeezed her shoulder. “You’re okay. I’ve seen weirder shit. Promise.”

They sat together, the room finally still, until Ada’s breath came steady and her body felt like it belonged to her again.

In the end, the only thing left was the proof of what she’d built—and how thoroughly it had ruined her.

The apartment was impossibly quiet once Mina left. Ada sat slumped on the edge of the couch, still wrapped in the fleece throw, her limbs leaden and tingling, skin streaked with drying sweat. The steel cuffs and glass plug lay discarded on the coffee table—a scatter of cool, clinical artifacts in the aftermath of something feral. The vibe was dark and silent, its battery drained, a smear of her own slick glinting faintly in the half-light.

She sipped water in small, shaky gulps. Every swallow hurt her raw throat, scraped by the sobs and the gagging, the pleas she’d poured into the machine. Her wrists bore deep pink rings, already blooming with what would become bruises by morning. Her hips ached. The inside of her thighs was sticky with drying arousal, her clit still tender, every nerve sparking with ghost sensations whenever she shifted.

The living room looked normal. Except it wasn’t. Not anymore. The camera still blinked—a single red eye that felt more intimate than any touch. Ada dragged herself to her feet, unplugged it with trembling hands, and dropped it face-down in a drawer, as if that alone could erase what it had seen.

She moved slowly, ritualistically, gathering the toys, the cuffs, the stained towel, carrying everything to the bathroom. Hot water steamed the small room, and she stood under the spray, letting the heat scald away the sweat and tears, watching the last streaks of lube and desire swirl down the drain.

In the mirror, she was someone else—wild hair plastered to her skull, eyes huge and hollow, cheeks flushed and salt-streaked. Her body was marked: red lines, rope imprints, bruises rising at the joints. Her mouth was swollen, jaw sore from all the noises she’d made, the way she’d bitten down, the way she’d begged.

She stared at herself for a long time, unable to look away.

This is what you wanted. This is what you built. You made a machine that could ruin you—and tonight, it did.

Ada dressed in soft cotton, her oldest shirt, loose boxers, socks that didn’t match. She moved back to the living room and sank into the couch, phone finally charged, Mina’s message lighting up the screen:

“Home safe. Drink water. Delete any footage you don’t want me to see ;)”

She managed a weak laugh, replying with a simple heart emoji and the word, “Survived.”

The apartment’s silence felt new, not empty. She could still feel the cuffs biting, the ache where the plug had stretched her, the bruised throb at her wrists and the tender burn between her legs. The marks weren’t shameful now—they were proof of something she couldn’t name, something both dangerous and necessary. Her whole body was evidence.

She thought about what Mina had said. About scheduling. About trust. About what it meant to let someone see her at her weakest and most undone.

And she thought about next time.

Would she dare this again? Would she trust the machine, or herself, after what she’d built had turned on her so completely? She didn’t know. But the ache—the deep, unfulfilled part of her—was still there, even after everything. Maybe more than ever.

She pulled her knees to her chest, curled up beneath the blanket, and let her head rest on the sofa’s arm. She wasn’t sure if she felt proud, humiliated, or simply real—more alive than she had in months, even as the marks of the night throbbed fresh and raw.

Before sleep claimed her, Ada whispered into the darkness, “Thank you for coming for me.”

She wasn’t sure if she meant Mina, or the machine, or herself.

It didn’t matter. She was safe. She was seen. She was free—at least until the next time need, and surrender, and code collided.


Story 50 — Hidden Ties

Jodie Tran’s flat was a riot of fabric, neon makeup sticks, soldered wires, and dreams of spectacle. The floor was littered with wings in various states of repair, mesh bodysuits draped over every chair, a tangle of LED fairy lights blinking their slow, rainbow pulse across the room. In the heart of the chaos, Jodie knelt at her vanity, nerves already singing with anticipation.

She was small, flexible, every movement sharp and precise—shoulders rolled back, bare thighs folded beneath her, blue-black hair swept into a severe bob that almost hid the shock of electric turquoise at the tips. Her hands moved with a dancer’s grace as she checked each component of tonight’s hidden game: the wrist leash, the plug, the harness, and her custom Bluetooth vibe, its case hand-etched with a circuit-board design.

Jodie was meticulous in her preparations, and not just for the costume contest. For her, the dressing was foreplay: a negotiation between risk and control. She tugged her mesh catsuit up over her legs, the material icy against her skin, nipples pebbling instantly beneath the thin fabric. The catsuit hugged her body with a slick, barely-there compression, translucent enough to show her tattoos—cherry blossoms curling around her right hip, geometric lines spanning her ribs, a tiny, defiant pixel heart inked on the inside of her left wrist.

She shivered as she lubed the slim metal plug, the cold slick of silicone and the sharp metallic scent filling her nostrils. She pressed it in with slow, steady pressure, a familiar stretch that made her clench and sigh. The harness followed—wide, blue vinyl straps crossing her pelvis, buckling with a satisfying snap above her hipbones, the D-ring for the plug’s lock clicking closed with a high, decisive ping. Once set, it was invisible beneath the mesh, but its presence thrummed with every shift of her weight.

The wrist leash was a new addition—two narrow cuffs, mesh-covered, joined by a thin, silvery chain just long enough to let her pose, not long enough to let her hide her hands. She slipped her wrists in, ratcheted the locks, and felt the tension zing up her arms, a hum that vibrated through her whole frame. She flexed, tested the slack—enough for a dramatic “fairy” gesture, not enough to touch herself freely, not enough to escape.

She picked up the vibe, tested its settings, synced it to her phone—a custom app, coded by her over six sleepless nights, that let her set a lockout period, schedule random pulses, and even kill the motor if she needed. She set tonight’s rules:

No orgasm until home.

Timer: four hours.

Remote lock: engaged.

She double-checked the emergency override—an NFC chip hidden in the side seam of her left boot, only usable if she tapped her phone to it and waited a full two minutes.

Jodie took a long, steadying breath, her body alive with the cold bite of metal, the soft scratch of mesh, the barely-there caress of vinyl between her thighs. The air in her flat was thick with hairspray, deodorant, and the powdery sweetness of her perfume—a scent that always made her feel both armoured and exposed.

In the mirror, she added the final touches: electric blue liner winged out past her temples, shimmery powder on her cheeks, lips glossed and bitten red. Her wings—custom-made, translucent, edged with glowing fiber-optic threads—strapped across her shoulders, turning her into a living avatar, half-cyber, half-dream. She stood, stretched, looked at her body: a lithe, neon fairy, all secrets and spectacle.

Beneath it all, she could feel the harness, the leash, the plug, the locked-in pulse of potential humiliation. She pressed her thighs together, feeling her body throb in answer. She grinned at her reflection, heart pounding.

“Tonight, you’re not going to break,” she told herself, voice low and breathless. “Tonight, you’re going to be the show—and nobody’s going to know.”

She checked the timer one last time. Four hours until release. She slipped the emergency key into the hidden pocket behind her wings, zipped it closed. She pocketed her phone, slung her bag over her shoulder, and left her flat with a final spritz of perfume, the city’s night air cool and clean as she stepped into the dark, daring herself not to look back.

Outside, the street was a stream of headlights and strangers. Jodie’s body buzzed with adrenaline, every step another silent confession. Every lock and leash, every click and pulse, was her private dare to the world: see me, but never see me; catch me, but don’t ever know how close I am to falling apart.

The bus ride was its own form of edging.

Jodie pressed her thighs together in the sticky vinyl seat, fingers wrapped around the pole as the bus rattled and lurched through Camden’s Friday night chaos. Her heart beat in double-time, a counterpoint to the soft, intermittent buzz of the vibe, which she’d set to “tease” mode—a random pattern designed to keep her on edge without ever letting her settle. Every time the bus hit a pothole, the plug shifted deep inside, the harness straps digging deliciously into her hips. She couldn’t suppress the tiny smile that curled at her lips. Her body was a live circuit, plugged into her own invention.

Other riders shot glances her way: a couple of girls in glitter and sequins, an old man frowning in suspicion, a boy with fairy wings even more extravagant than her own. No one looked twice at the mesh, the neon, the feathers, not here. But none of them knew the secret games she was playing beneath the costume.

Her wrists, cuffed together beneath translucent gloves, lay in her lap, chain tucked discreetly under her bag. She kept her phone in her pocket, thumb flicking over the app now and then, checking the timer, resisting the urge to bump the setting higher. Her rules—no cheating. No release.

When the bus squealed to a halt by the warehouse district, she stepped off into a throng of partygoers, the air heavy with weed smoke, aftershave, spilled cider, and the metallic edge of the Thames. The city lights painted her wings in blue and gold, reflections flashing as she walked, heels clacking in time with the chain at her wrists.

She caught her reflection in a shop window: blue-and-black bob gleaming, mesh suit sparkling with the faintest hint of nipple beneath the fabric, fairy wings haloed in shifting light. Jodie was both on display and completely hidden—a living secret. Her chest fluttered at the thought.

The line outside the warehouse was a parade of monsters and angels, cyborgs and leather queens, glitter and sweat and half-unzipped jumpsuits. Jodie slipped into place behind a drag Medusa, grinning as the snakes bobbed in time with her own nervous, excited heartbeat.

A bouncer in a top hat checked tickets, smirked at Jodie’s outfit. “Best wings I’ve seen all night. Those real LEDs?”

She waggled her wings, playing coy. “Custom job. Want a closer look?”

He leaned in, flicking a finger over the glowing edge, then nodded with approval. “Enjoy yourself, Tinkerbell. No drinks near the DJ rig, yeah?”

She gave him her best innocent smile, stepped inside, and was instantly engulfed by heat, bass, and colour.

The warehouse was alive—a single throbbing, shifting organism. Strobe lights sliced the gloom, painting the crowd in hard slices of red and cyan. A hundred bodies writhed on the dancefloor, sweat and glitter flying. Overhead, silks and rope dancers spun from the iron rafters, every act of movement a dare.

Jodie’s whole body tightened in response. The harness and plug became more than just toys; they were a second skin, a secret burden, every step and shimmy sending sharp reminders of her own private limits. She felt at once totally invisible and utterly exposed, a thread of risk running straight from her cunt to her throat.

Friends called her name—a pack of half-familiar faces in feathers and PVC. She was hugged, spun, kissed on both cheeks, tugged into the circle of bodies. Everyone wanted a piece of the fairy tonight, hands tugging at her wings, laughter sticky and bright in her ears.

But only she knew that every tug on her arm meant feeling the leash bite, that every grind on the dance floor made the plug shift deeper, that every compliment on her “glow” was fueled by the feverish, forbidden friction of being almost caught.

She let herself be pulled into the lights, music shoving her heart against her ribs. The vibe teased her at random—sometimes nothing for minutes, then a wicked burst that forced her to bite her lip and ride out the spike of heat blooming between her legs. Her skin prickled with the scent of other bodies—cheap gin, floral cologne, someone’s vanilla vape. The crowd pressed in, and Jodie let herself float on the sensation, arms tangled in the air, wings a buffer and a shield.

Under it all, the rules burned:

No relief. No escape. Just endurance. Just performance. Just the thrill of knowing you could be exposed at any second.

Someone whispered in her ear, “You look incredible. Is that all for show, or is there something more going on?”

Jodie grinned, spun away, and lost herself in the crowd—heart racing, body on the edge, daring anyone to see what was really going on beneath the fairy dust and mesh.

The party had dissolved into a blur of sound and colour, bodies and music moving together in ways that felt outside of time. Jodie was lost in it: the flash of strobes, the press of sweat-slick skin, the pulse of the bass thumping through the concrete. For an hour, she rode the razor’s edge—dancing hard, giggling when someone complimented her wings, letting the vibe’s teasing pulses blur into the rhythm of the floor. Her thighs trembled, her mind fogged with the delicious ache of denial and the high-wire tension of being so close to exposure.

She checked her phone—three hours left on the timer, battery at 35%. She set it to airplane mode to save power, then let herself be swept into another dance circle, this one all strangers, their costumes glinting with sweat and glitter. Her wrist leash forced her arms into strange, fairylike gestures. The plug kept her posture rigid, every bump and twist of her hips a little electric punishment. The vibe pulsed at odd intervals, and every now and then she felt her cunt clench, a desperate, involuntary plea for more friction, more release—anything.

She lost herself in a song, only noticing the tickle of panic when she felt her phone vibrate—a haptic warning she’d never programmed. She fished it out, screen smeared with sweat, only to see a red battery icon: Low Power—Please Charge. Shit.

Someone bumped into her, and her phone slipped from her grip, landing on the sticky floor. She bent to pick it up, the leash tugging her wrists awkwardly together, her wings almost smacking a nearby Medusa. Laughter, shouts, another flash as someone took a photo. Jodie managed to grab her phone, relief fluttering in her chest—until she realized someone’s spilled cider had soaked into the charging port, the plug already sparking faintly.

“No, no, no…” She frantically wiped it on her mesh thigh, glancing at the timer—still running, still locked. She pressed the app’s “Pause” button, then “Release,” but nothing responded. The screen stuttered, then froze with the timer still ticking, four bright error bars dancing at the top.

Her heart hammered. She tapped, swiped, cursed under her breath—nothing. She tried the emergency override, boot tapping her phone in a frantic rhythm, but the app crashed before the two-minute countdown could start.

A sudden surge—sharp, merciless—buzzed through the vibe, way harder than she’d set. The plug’s lockout timer reset itself, jumping back to four hours. The wrist leash’s servomotor tightened, pulling her arms into a forced, rigid pose. Jodie whimpered, breath hissing through clenched teeth, her knees buckling as the relentless vibe drove up and up, merciless and unresponsive.

The music was too loud. No one noticed her distress, her trembling, her desperate, hunched stance. She pushed her way through the crowd, ignoring the shouts and laughter, clutching her phone like a lifeline. The leash was now a yoke, holding her wrists together so tightly she couldn’t even touch her own body, couldn’t even cover the hungry bulge of the plug beneath the mesh.

She stumbled into the corridor, hunting for the toilets—heart hammering, body slick with panic and sweat and the sharp, humiliating scent of her own arousal. She locked herself in a stall, propped her bag on the cistern, and tried everything again: power-cycling the phone, jamming the override, even slamming her wrists against the chain in the desperate hope the locking mechanism would slip.

Nothing.

Her thighs quivered. The vibe thrummed in unpredictable, jagged pulses, every one a new spike of pleasure and agony. Her plug felt impossibly huge, every movement sending a fresh, humiliating jolt through her body. She pressed her forehead to the cool tile, panting, fighting tears.

The noise outside was relentless—bass, laughter, bathroom gossip, someone banging on the door. “Come on, hurry up!”

Jodie tried to answer, but all that escaped was a strangled whimper.

She was locked tight, trapped in her own game, the line between pleasure and terror blurring by the second. She’d meant to be in control. She’d built the harness, coded the app, rehearsed every scenario.

But now, there was nothing she could do but ride it out—forced to endure, forced to perform, forced to hope she didn’t break apart in public before the night was over.

Jodie had no choice but to leave the toilet. The line outside grew louder, impatient, punctuated by banging on the stall door and annoyed voices echoing off the tiles. She wiped her face with trembling hands, tried to steady her breath, and pulled herself together as best she could. The mesh gloves clung to her wrists, the leash forcing her arms forward in a weirdly graceful pose—one she’d chosen for her fairy performance, but now felt like a cruel joke. The plug throbbed with every step, and the vibe buzzed in random, torturous patterns, sometimes feather-light, sometimes jarringly intense. There was no controlling it, no escape, only endurance and humiliation.

She caught her reflection in the cracked mirror by the sinks. Her makeup was streaked, cheeks flushed, blue eyeliner smudged into wings far sharper than she’d drawn them. Her pupils were blown wide, lips bitten red and wet. For a moment, she almost didn’t recognize herself—a vision of a ruined, desperate cyber-fairy on the brink. A secret wreck beneath the glamour.

She slipped out of the toilets, wings brushing the doorframe, trying to disappear into the river of partygoers. But the leash wouldn’t let her drop her arms; every movement was on show. The lights flashed and strobed, catching on her damp skin, making her mesh suit cling and shimmer, turning every bead of sweat into a spotlight.

“Jodie! Over here!”

A drag queen friend in a sequined toga pulled her into the thick of the dancefloor. Jodie barely had time to stammer a protest before she was swept into a circle, the crowd clapping, music swelling, someone thrusting a limbo pole into the middle.

“Go on, fairy girl! Let’s see you work it!”

She tried to protest, but her voice was lost in the music, drowned by the chants and the beat. The leash locked her arms overhead, her wrists pressed together, her wings arching behind her. She moved beneath the pole, bending her back, plug pressing deeper with every tilt of her hips. The vibe surged just as she reached the lowest point, a bolt of pure sensation tearing through her. She gasped, knees nearly buckling, but somehow—by sheer will and shame—she kept moving, legs quivering, body on fire.

The crowd screamed, cheered, a riot of hands and cameras and wild encouragement. Jodie flushed, sweat streaming down her temples, every muscle taut as a violin string. The mesh clung to every inch, nipples hard and visible, her cunt throbbing, slick pooling beneath the tight harness. She could feel her thighs trembling, the leash a constant reminder that she was not in control.

She danced because she had no choice. Because the only alternative was to collapse on the floor and sob, or come, or both, and she refused to give the night that victory. The performance became survival. She spun, rolled her hips, gritted her teeth against another surge of the vibe. Her legs buckled, but she made it look like a move, a wild fairy flourish.

Someone passed her a drink; she took a sip, the cold liquid a brief mercy against her burning cheeks. The bass rattled her chest, rattled the plug, sent another pulse up through her body. The urge to come was a living thing, clawing inside her, aching to be let out in the worst possible way.

She looked around the room—so many eyes, so much heat, and not one of them knew what was happening beneath the mesh, what she was suffering, what she was barely surviving. She was the centre of attention, the star of the show, and her humiliation made her shine.

The vibe surged hard and sharp, stealing her breath. Her knees nearly gave out. She clamped her thighs together, forced a smile, and let the agony ride out through her whole body. The risk—the threat of exposure, of losing herself in front of everyone—made the pleasure sharper, crueler, somehow holy.

She finished the limbo round with the crowd roaring, face burning, body shaking. The leash dragged her arms overhead, the plug kept her hole stretched and aching, the vibe teased and tormented without mercy.

She had never felt so close to coming in public. Never felt so desperate for release, or so determined not to let herself fall apart in the spotlight.

For one wild, perfect second, Jodie realized she wasn’t just surviving the humiliation. She was feeding on it. The shame was a current, the eyes on her a spark. The denial made her want to live forever in this moment—ruined, on edge, and unbroken, the world her audience and her accomplice.

She spun out of the circle, breathless, the leash yanking her to a stop, and melted back into the crowd, praying she could last until she found a way out. But some secret, hungry part of her didn’t ever want the night to end.

She lasted through another song, maybe two—couldn’t remember, couldn’t think. Jodie’s world narrowed to sensation: the hard bite of the leash around her wrists, the hot ache between her legs, the relentless, humiliating pulse of the vibe. She was soaked, trembling, every movement making her flinch. The crowd’s cheers echoed in her skull, distant and underwater. Her heart galloped, skin burning with denial and panic and a desperate, twisted kind of pride.

She couldn’t take it anymore.

Jodie slipped away from the edge of the dance floor, weaving through sweaty bodies, barely registering the hands reaching out to touch her wings or slap her on the back. She shouldered through the press, found a side corridor, stumbled down a set of stairs with paint peeling from the rails. The stairwell was mercifully empty—a cocoon of concrete and cool air and distant bass.

She collapsed on a step, doubled over, gasping, trying not to sob. Her hands, still leashed, trembled in her lap. She fumbled out her phone, fingers slick with sweat and panic, the device smeared and almost too slippery to grip. The screen was black. She pressed the power button, praying. A flicker of life—just enough charge for a single desperate reboot.

Her app was frozen. She jabbed at it with shaking fingers, tried to force quit, tried the override again—this time, boot tapping the phone, holding her breath, counting the two-minute emergency countdown out loud, heart pounding. “One twenty-two, one twenty-one, come on, come on—” The app stuttered. The plug’s timer held steady at four hours. The vibe pulsed once, violently, and then stuttered, finally falling mercifully still. The silence in her body was shocking. She whimpered, tears streaking down her cheeks, sagging with the sudden, overwhelming relief. But her wrists were still locked, the leash holding her hands in her lap, her body aching for more and yet ruined by too much.

Jodie pressed her forehead to her knees, breathing deep, the scent of her own arousal a raw, feral thing. Her thighs quivered; she could feel the slickness at the seam of her harness, the hot, shameful evidence of everything she’d endured. For a moment she just sat—silent, emptied out, not sure whether to laugh or cry.

Footsteps echoed in the stairwell. She flinched, tensing, desperate to hide but unable to move. The plug was still locked in place, the leash too tight to allow her to stand.

A figure appeared—a woman in a latex dress, pink hair swept up in a cloud, glitter everywhere. She paused, reading the scene in a heartbeat: Jodie’s ruined makeup, her hands bound, the harness visible through her mesh, her face flushed with both shame and relief.

“You okay?” the woman asked, voice low, kind, and deeply knowing.

Jodie looked up, mortified, but the woman’s eyes were soft, no hint of mockery. She crouched beside her, touched her shoulder. “I’ve had my own nights. Want help?”

Jodie swallowed, nodded, words failing. The woman smiled—a quick flash of solidarity. She gently examined the cuffs, found the hidden release at the base of the leash, twisted it free. The lock popped open. Jodie’s wrists fell apart, raw and aching, her hands shaking as she pressed them to her face, hiding tears and a wild, grateful, overwhelmed smile.

“You need a ride home?” the stranger asked quietly.

Jodie shook her head, voice cracking. “Just… needed to get out. Thank you.”

The woman squeezed her shoulder, left a folded wet wipe in Jodie’s lap. “Drink water. Eat something salty. You were the bravest thing on that dance floor, by the way.”

And then she was gone, boots clacking up the stairs, a final shimmer of pink hair in the fire exit light.

Jodie sat for a long moment, wrists in her lap, the silence around her thick and sweet. She’d survived. She’d failed. She’d endured more than she meant, and still, a tiny part of her was proud—proud of her limits, of her mess, of the way she’d owned every second of her own humiliation and denial.

She breathed deep, wiped her eyes, gathered herself. There was a long walk home ahead. But she would make it—messy, wrung out, forever changed by the risk she’d taken and the hands that had helped her come undone.

The streets outside the warehouse were washed with the faint pink of early dawn, puddles reflecting the city’s faded party lights. Jodie stepped out into the quiet, the pulse of bass receding behind her, the cold air a slap against her fevered skin. Her wings drooped. The mesh suit was torn at the knee, glitter smudged along her calves, and her boots—normally her pride—looked battered and grey under the streetlamps.

Her wrists ached where the cuffs had bitten. She flexed her fingers, marveling at the freedom to move again. The harness chafed her hips and thighs, every step a reminder of the locked plug she’d surrendered to all night. Her thighs stuck together, every muscle in her body limp with exhaustion, but the ache between her legs was still alive, unfinished, humming with a hunger she couldn’t kill.

She passed a kebab van, the smell of frying onions and old grease a strange comfort. She almost stopped, but the thought of food made her stomach twist. She wanted nothing but her bed, her shower, and the dark quiet of her own room.

The city was empty but for a few partygoers stumbling home—red capes, devil horns, the scattered detritus of a thousand private games.

Every step was a lesson in endurance. The denial—so sharp, so absolute in the stairwell—had faded into a dull, needy ache. Her body felt betrayed, thrumming with the memory of vibrations, stretched and wet, nowhere to hide from sensation or the echo of humiliation. The cold was sobering, but her mind kept circling back to the scene in the stairwell: the stranger’s kind eyes, the gentleness of her touch, the solidarity that lingered even after she’d gone.

By the time Jodie reached her flat, the sun was edging up, a flat grey disc behind low clouds. Her hands shook as she fumbled for the keys, stepping inside, closing the door behind her and slumping against it, letting out a laugh that was half a sob.

She peeled off her wings, her boots, the battered mesh suit—leaving a trail of glitter and secrets all the way to the bathroom.

In the mirror, she looked like the ghost of her own fairy-tale: eyeliner streaked, lips bitten, cheeks hollowed by exhaustion and raw pride. Her body was mapped in red lines from the harness, wrists marked by the leash, thighs sticky with the dried evidence of her struggle. The plug still filled her, an anchor of need she couldn’t ignore.

She reached back, released the harness, pulled the plug free with a sigh that was all relief and lingering want. Her knees almost buckled as she did, the ache between her legs flaring—so close, so denied, so desperately ready to finally let go.

Jodie ran a hot shower, standing beneath the spray until her muscles unclenched, sweat and shame and glitter swirling down the drain. She touched herself with trembling hands—first just cleaning, then pressing, teasing, chasing the ghost of the night’s denial.

Her cunt was swollen, sensitive, every nerve humming. She closed her eyes, braced her forehead against the tile, and let her fingers finish what the night had started.

It wasn’t gentle. It wasn’t pretty. It was messy, gasping, almost angry—a release that tore through her with tears on her cheeks and a raw, broken thank-you whispered into the rising steam. When she finally slumped down, body twitching, she felt cleaner, emptier, more herself than she had all night.

After, wrapped in a towel, she dried her hair, surveyed her marks—red lines, bruises, the raw memory of every humiliation, every pulse, every risk she’d taken. She didn’t feel ashamed. She felt—alive. Real.

And somewhere in that tangle of exhaustion and relief, she promised herself:

Next time, I bring a backup battery.

Next time, maybe I let someone else hold the leash.

Next time, I remember I’m never as alone as I think.

She collapsed into bed, limbs boneless, the taste of salt and laughter still on her lips. Sleep found her quickly, deep and dreamless, wings discarded on the chair, marks slowly fading in the coming light.


Story 51 — Timer Girl

The dare arrived in the middle of Hannah’s Sunday chores, disguised as a ping from her favorite chat app—one she’d set to vibrate, so the alert buzzed sharp against the inside of her wrist, a private jolt among the soft clatter of laundry and the scent of fabric softener.

Bee: “Tonight, you play by my rules. Belt on, plug in, app active by seven. Go out. Do something normal. And don’t you dare beg for mercy until I say so.”

Hannah read it twice, pulse skittering under her breastbone. She typed back, half-playful, half-pleading:

You’re evil. I have plans. I have to be seen.

A second buzz, Bee’s reply instant and merciless:

Bee: “That’s the idea. I want you red-faced and ruined, not hiding. Report when you’re locked up, or I’ll up the punishment.”

Then a photo—Bee’s hand, keys dangling from two fingers, grinning mouth just visible at the edge of the frame. “Remote only tonight. I have you. Now get ready, girl.”

Hannah leaned back against the washer, heart pounding. She was big—broad-shouldered, solid, a body that filled any space she walked into. Usually she liked that feeling, liked being seen, liked the weight of her own strength. But Bee brought out something else: the need to be undone, to be made vulnerable, to prove herself obedient for someone who could take all her power away with a single line of text.

She set about her preparations with the seriousness of a ritual, every step amplifying her anticipation and her nerves. First, a hot shower—scalding, scrubbed until her pale skin glowed pink and the freckles stood out along her arms, water pooling at her feet, her breath ghosting in the humid mirror. She shaved carefully, smooth over thighs, around the crease where hip met pelvis, between the heavy, flushed lips of her cunt. The cold air after made her shiver, nipples tightening to aching points, the shame and pleasure tangled in her belly.

She dried off, lotioned her skin, then knelt by the bed, laying out the toys with a reverence that felt almost devotional.

The belt was heavy in her hands: polished stainless steel, snug with pale silicone lining and a low, gleaming band that would hold tight across her mound. The front shield—cut narrow enough to let the plug’s base lock in place, but broad enough to deny even the possibility of cheating. She’d measured herself a dozen times, worked the edges with a nail file to avoid pinching, and still, every time she wore it, the first click of the lock made her pulse stutter with both fear and relief.

She lubed the plug—sleek, steel, gently curved, heavy in her palm—and pressed it against her hole, letting the chill bite deep before she breathed out, relaxed, and slid it home. Her ass clenched around it, body adjusting to the fullness, the shock, the pure, helpless vulnerability of being plugged and about to go out in public.

She threaded the base through the opening in the belt, careful not to pinch skin, feeling her own slick already gathering between her thighs.

Dressing was part of the dare: she chose a simple outfit—black leggings, long tank, denim jacket, boots laced tight over thick socks. Nothing to draw attention, but tight enough that she’d feel the pressure with every step, every bend, every time she reached for a shelf or a steering wheel. She looked in the mirror, cheeks flushed, curly hair scraped back in a ponytail that was already starting to rebel. Her body was hers—big, solid, marked by bruises from last night’s derby practice and the faint, fading lines of old ropes across her upper thighs. She looked strong. She looked like someone who didn’t flinch.

The phone chimed.

Bee: “Show me.”

Hannah angled her phone, snapping a photo: hips bare, belt gleaming, plug’s curved base visible at the front. Her hands—broad, freckled—framed the device, a sign of both submission and pride.

Ready, she typed, sending the photo. A moment later, the app pinged—Remote Link Established. Controls Live. Hands off until further notice.

Her phone vibrated again, this time a video—Bee’s voice, low and commanding, filtered through the digital grain but unmistakably intimate.

“Good girl. Now listen: you leave the key in your safe. You check in with me every hour. Any slip, I up the intensity or add more time. You can talk to your friends, do your errands, whatever you want. But every time you feel the plug or the belt, I want you to remember who’s really holding you. No coming, no touching, not even a squeeze. You’re mine tonight. Don’t forget it.”

Hannah shivered, her breath hot in her chest. She locked the backup key in her small safe under the bed, snapped a photo of the locked box, and sent it with a single-word reply:

Obedient.

Her arousal was already leaking—thick, slick, coating the silicone as she adjusted her leggings, the plug and belt locked in place, phone app blinking with Bee’s commands.

Her hands shook as she zipped her jacket and grabbed her bag. Her head spun: What if someone noticed? What if the app malfunctioned and she had to beg for help? What if she saw someone she knew, and Bee chose that moment to send the plug pulsing to life?

Her face burned with the humiliation and the thrill. She was already close, body alive with nerves and possibility, the simple act of walking out her own front door suddenly loaded with risk.

At 6:58, Bee sent one last message:

“Go. Don’t keep me waiting. I want to see you blush in the wild.”

Hannah stepped into the evening, locking the door behind her, the click echoing in her chest. The city air was cool and damp, full of exhaust and distant fried chicken, voices echoing off brick and glass. She was one more woman running errands, and underneath it all, she was plugged, belted, locked up, controlled by someone far away—her own secret, her own surrender, and Bee’s property for the night.

As she walked down the street, every step set the plug shifting, the belt pressing hard against her clit, a constant, humming reminder of her submission. She kept her chin up, her pace steady, but her hands gripped the straps of her bag with white knuckles, the flush on her cheeks so fierce it almost hurt.

She was exposed. She was anonymous. She was Bee’s, and tonight, there would be no escape, no easy comfort—only the slow, sweet burn of rules and denial, and the hope that someone, somewhere, was watching her obey.

Hannah paced herself, heels thudding against the cracked pavement, every step both a test and a promise. The steel belt pressed unforgiving against her pelvis, a cold kiss beneath her clothes. The plug nestled in her ass, heavy, silent, occasionally shifting—every movement a slow torture of anticipation. Bee’s app sat open in her phone’s dock, the control panel glowing red and silver, a warning and a lifeline all at once.

Her first stop was the corner shop. She grabbed a basket, mind spinning, willing herself to focus on the mundane: oat milk, granola, a bottle of wine, crisps for later. Her hands looked steady, but her breath kept hitching. The belt was a secret no one could see, but she felt it in every inch of her body, heat blooming in her cheeks, legs pressed tight.

Her phone vibrated—a short, sharp alert.

Bee: “That’s right. Shop for me. No hands.”

The plug hummed to life, sudden and hot, a pulse low and insistent. Hannah’s knees nearly buckled. She kept walking, jaw clenched, cheeks flaming. In the cold light of the shop, every product was too bright, the colors screaming, her own reflection in the mirrored fridge door a ghost of red cheeks and wide, guilty eyes.

She moved slower, letting the buzz pulse through her—twice, then three times—until she had to grip the basket tight to stop her hands from shaking. Every clench of her thighs sent the plug rubbing in new ways, sending sharp jolts of pleasure through her core. No one noticed her distress. The cashier—a teenager with glitter on her eyelids—scanned her items without a glance, only a bored, “Evening, love. Club card?”

Hannah could barely get the words out. “No, thanks.” Her voice was thick, breathless. She tapped her phone to pay, felt the plug go silent at the exact moment Bee sent a new message:

“Did you drip for me yet?”

She didn’t answer. She couldn’t. Instead she let herself out into the fresh night, the air cool on her overheated skin. Her thighs were slick, the belt’s seam rubbing just where it would drive her mad with denial.

Next was the dry cleaner’s, a half-mile walk past noisy pubs, couples arguing in the street, a toddler melting down near the chip shop. Hannah kept her shoulders squared, face set in her “don’t fuck with me” expression, all the while feeling like a sham—like any moment someone would point and say, Look at her, she’s got something locked up under there. Look at her blush.

Her phone pinged. The app’s “Edge” mode activated: the plug ramped up, then stopped just shy of enough, again and again, each pulse a tease that left her clit throbbing, her cunt leaking into her leggings. Bee’s texts came at intervals:

“Touch your neck, slow. Breathe for me.”

“Do NOT squeeze your thighs.”

“Imagine me standing behind you at the till. Would you beg, if you could?”

At the counter, she dropped off her laundry, fingers clumsy, all-too-aware of how tightly her body was wound. The woman at the till smiled politely, sliding hangers into a plastic bag. “Long day?”

“Yeah,” Hannah managed, her voice tight. “Just trying to get everything done.”

Bee’s next command arrived as she stepped back outside:

“Stop at the next bench. Sit. Let the plug work.”

Hannah obeyed. She found a battered wooden bench beside a bus stop, settled her weight gingerly, the plug sliding deeper. The belt was relentless, a hard line between her thighs, pressing exactly where she ached most. Her breathing quickened as the plug began a new pattern—random surges, an unpredictable staccato.

The world moved around her: a man shouting at a taxi, the clang of bottles in a recycling bin, the rich, soapy smell of someone’s laundry drifting out an open window. Hannah felt every sound, every gust of wind, as if her skin had been sanded raw by Bee’s control. She was both hypervisible and invisible—a big woman on a bench, cheeks pink, thighs pressed tight, a story only she and her lover far away would ever know.

Her arousal was a living thing, urgent and treacherous. She wanted to squirm, to spread her legs and let the belt rub her raw, to reach down and grind herself against the unyielding metal until she broke. But Bee’s words echoed in her mind:

No touching. No begging. You’re mine tonight.

A group of friends strolled by, laughing, one of them—Amy, from her roller derby league—waving as she caught Hannah’s eye. “You coming out later?”

Hannah forced a smile, steady as she could manage. “Maybe! I’ve got a—busy night.”

Amy grinned, oblivious. “You look flustered, girl! Hot date?”

Hannah choked on a laugh, shaking her head. “Something like that.”

Inside, she was screaming. The belt, the plug, the app—her entire body was a playground for someone miles away, her dignity and composure the price for every new surge of pleasure and denial.

Amy walked on, Hannah’s heart racing. The phone vibrated in her pocket, Bee’s words a hot breath in her ear:

“Don’t forget who owns you, baby. I’m watching. One more stop, and then you beg.”

Hannah stood, legs shaky, thighs drenched. She moved on, every step another lesson in restraint, every encounter a new risk. She was alive, humiliated, owned, and so close to coming apart she could taste it—salt and shame and longing, all tangled into one.

But she obeyed. She kept her promise. And she walked, silent, ruined, into the next stage of Bee’s game.

By the time Hannah left the bench, her body was molten—so sensitive she winced at the brush of leggings against her thighs. She didn’t know if she was more afraid of being seen or not being seen at all. Bee’s app blinked at her from her pocket, a digital leash that could jerk her back to submission with a single tap.

She set off toward the park, breathing in deep, damp air that only made her feel more raw. The belt was a second skin: every seam, every line of silicone a fresh, relentless pressure. She could feel her own slick soaking the pad of her leggings, the plug moving with every sway of her hips. She walked faster, as if she could outrun the edge Bee had her pinned to.

A buzz—a message.

“Video for me, pretty girl. Bathroom. Now.”

She turned off the main path and ducked into the grim public toilets by the playground, heart pounding, every nerve on high alert. The stall door clanged shut behind her, the fluorescent light above flickering in sympathy with her panic. She dropped her bag, propped her phone up on the tissue dispenser, and—hands shaking—pulled her leggings down just enough to show the belt, the faint pink lines around her hips, the lock glinting in the harsh light.

Bee’s next command hit as she started to film.

“Show me how needy you are. Hands behind your back.”

Hannah braced her hands against the cold metal wall, presenting herself to the phone’s lens—hips thrust forward, thighs parted, shame burning her cheeks. She was so far gone with wanting she could hardly see straight; the act of exposing herself for Bee, knowing the video would be seen and cherished, nearly made her sob. The belt’s pressure was exquisite torture, the plug locked tight and heavy inside her.

The app chimed again. “Now. Beg.”

She choked out the words, voice thick and desperate, “Please, Bee, please, I need—please let me—” Her voice broke on the last syllable. She rocked her hips, felt the plug grind deeper, her cunt throbbing behind steel, aching for any touch at all. She was beyond embarrassed, past even humiliation—there was only the relief of total surrender, the obscene freedom of being commanded, displayed, owned.

A burst of voices outside the stall nearly broke her nerve. Two women entered, giggling, heels clicking on tile. “You all right in there?” one called, hearing Hannah’s ragged breathing.

She fought for composure, breath caught in her chest, the urge to cry and laugh warring in her throat. “Yeah—sorry, just—period cramps,” she lied, the words tumbling out before she could think.

The women left, still laughing. Hannah stared down at her hands, flexing them, seeing how they trembled with both terror and desperate arousal. She hit send on the video, knowing Bee would get it immediately. A reply came in seconds:

“Good girl. Stay messy for me.”

Then, a new command:

“One-minute Edge. Then hands behind your back again.”

She watched the timer count down—plug vibrating, the belt pressing, her whole body alive and burning, ruined by the mercy of someone miles away. She rocked on her feet, hips shifting, thighs slick, mouth open on a silent, begging gasp. The belt kept her from even a hint of friction where she most needed it. She was denied, denied, denied.

She bit her lip so hard she tasted blood. The minute passed—an eternity. The vibe cut out. She sagged, nearly collapsing against the wall.

Bee’s message was waiting:

“No coming. No touching. You’re not done yet.”

Hannah dressed with hands that didn’t feel like her own, face streaked with sweat and tears, body trembling. She slipped from the bathroom, past the mirror—a flush-faced, wild-eyed woman who looked nothing like the calm, steady Hannah her friends and colleagues knew.

Outside, the night was deeper. Every light felt like it might expose her secret, every step a risk that someone would see just how close she was to coming undone. She pressed onward, obeying Bee’s every cruel text, every demand for proof, every reminder that she belonged to someone who could command her with a word.

The last message came as she approached her building:

“Upstairs. Strip. Video call me. Don’t you dare touch yourself until I say.”

Hannah stumbled home, the pressure in her body unspeakable, the shame and hunger intertwined, the only thing stronger than her need was her obedience.

Tonight, she would give Bee everything she asked for, even if it meant coming apart at the seams.

The moment Hannah stepped into her flat, the rest of the world fell away. Her front door closed with a dull, final click, shutting out the city’s noise, the looming threat of being seen—leaving only the raw, uncontainable need thrumming in her body and the distant, digital thread of Bee’s control.

She didn’t bother turning on the lights. In the dusk-blue shadows, she kicked off her boots, fumbled out of her jacket, hands shaking as she wrestled the damp leggings down her thighs. The belt and plug were still locked in place, unforgiving, smeared with the sticky, humiliating evidence of her night. Her thighs were glossy, the seam of her leggings dark with the proof of her ruin. Her pulse beat everywhere: wrists, chest, cunt, cheeks.

Her phone buzzed.

Video call. Bee is calling…

She answered on her knees, sinking into the plush rug at the foot of her bed, every motion rehearsed and unsteady all at once. The floor was cool, grounding her, but she was trembling with anticipation, nerves raw from being on edge for hours.

Bee’s face filled the screen—dark eyes, a lazy smile, head propped on one fist in soft, homey lamplight. But her voice was all command.

“Show me.”

Hannah propped the phone so Bee could see everything: her wide, strong body stripped and bare but for the gleam of the belt, hair wild, face flushed and streaked from earlier tears. She splayed her knees, breath catching as the plug shifted with the motion, thighs open, body offered without any hiding.

“Hands behind your back, Hannah.”

She obeyed instantly, knotting her fingers behind her, arching to thrust her hips forward, belt glinting in the phone’s camera, the plug’s curve just visible at her ass. She was exposed—ruined and proud, a mess at her lover’s feet even across the distance.

Bee’s voice, gentle but implacable:

“You did so well tonight. All those people, all that risk, and not one of them knew how wet you were for me. Not one knew what a filthy girl you’ve become. Did you beg when I told you?”

Hannah’s voice was low, hoarse, shaky. “Yes, Bee. I begged. I made you a video, just like you said.”

“Good girl.” A pause—a smile, sly and fond. “Now edge for me. Slow. I want to watch you ruin yourself without ever coming.”

Hannah’s hands trembled as she reached up, pressing her palm over the steel, feeling the pressure, the slickness, the awful, exquisite ache of being denied. Bee tapped a button—somewhere, remotely, the app responded. The plug’s vibrations began again, cruel and perfect. Hannah rocked her hips, grinding into the belt, moaning for the first time all night with no need to muffle herself.

She obeyed every word:

“Don’t stop. Don’t beg for more. Look at me.”

Hannah forced herself to meet Bee’s eyes through the phone, every breath a sob. Her whole world shrank to the throb of the plug, the hard edge of the belt, the unrelenting voice commanding her from miles away.

Her thighs quaked, cunt spasming, every muscle locked with the effort not to fall over the edge. Bee watched, unhurried, savoring every gasp and whimper, coaxing her higher and higher but always holding her back.

“Stop.”

Hannah froze, tears leaking down her cheeks, body shaking, hands clawing the air, desperate for the friction, the touch, the release she’d been denied for hours.

Bee’s tone gentled, low and praising, each word another chain binding her in place.

“Good. You obeyed. You’re mine—my obedient, ruined girl. Look at yourself. Look at how desperate you are to please me.”

Hannah sobbed openly, too far gone for shame, shaking with need and pride and helpless gratitude for the hand—real and digital—that held her so tight.

“You can’t come until I say. And I’m not saying. Stay just like that. Hands behind your back, plug in, belt locked. I want to see you cry for me, Hannah. You can let it all out, but not that.”

The tears came freely now, hot and cleansing, washing away the last shreds of resistance. She knelt for Bee—open, marked, trembling—her entire body tuned to a single word, a single digital command that might never come.

For now, she would stay right here: raw, denied, hers and Bee’s and nobody else’s, stripped down to need, obedience, and the glorious, endless ache of not being allowed to break.

The screen went dark, but Hannah stayed kneeling on the rug, hands still locked behind her back, the belt and plug a steel-hot weight pinning her in her own flesh. Her body was wracked with shudders, every muscle trembling from the effort of holding back, nerves frayed by denial, her thighs slick and cooling in the hush of her flat. The room was quiet except for her breath—ragged, slow, the kind of breathing that followed both pain and pleasure.

A ping.

A new voice note from Bee, her name pulsing on the screen like a heartbeat.

She pressed play, shivers running through her. Bee’s voice filled the silence—low, sweet, dangerous.

“You were perfect. I watched every second. I wanted you to feel me everywhere: in your body, in your mind, in the way you bite your lip so you don’t beg. The way you obey when you’re dying to let go. I love how you shake for me, how you come apart just by following orders. But you don’t get to finish yet. I want you to feel this, to live in the ache. Because you’re mine, and I decide when you break. That’s how good you are, Hannah. That’s how proud I am of you tonight.”

The words wound around her, tighter than the belt, sinking into her skin and settling there—praise and possession, denial and reward. She listened twice, three times, letting the sound wrap her up, cradle her, ease the ache without extinguishing it.

Hands trembling, she rose from her knees and moved through the rituals of recovery: wiping her face, drinking water, brushing her hair, cleaning the slick from her thighs and the inside of the belt as best she could without removing it. Every movement reminded her of her helplessness, the deep pulse of the plug, the press of steel over her cunt, still locked and off-limits.

She stood in the mirror, bare but for the hardware—hair wild, cheeks streaked with tears, every line of her body marked by the night’s ordeal. She pressed her palm over the front of the belt, felt the coolness of metal, the hum of residual vibration, the way her body still strained for more, even as exhaustion crept in.

Her phone vibrated again.

Bee: “Keep it on all night for me. I want to wake up knowing you’re still aching for me. Sleep well, pretty girl.”

Hannah typed a reply, her fingers shaking.

“Still yours. Still locked. Thank you.”

She curled up under her duvet, belt and plug ever-present, the ache now a comfort—proof of belonging, of being claimed and known. Sleep came slow, but sweet, her body spent and her mind quiet, every throb and denied pulse a reminder of the woman who owned her, the orders she had obeyed, the pride and hunger that still burned for release.

In the morning, maybe, there would be permission. Maybe not. For now, Hannah accepted the ache as its own kind of care—proof that surrender, when given freely, could be its own kind of love.

She drifted to sleep, the phone pressed to her chest, Bee’s voice whispering through her dreams:

“You’re mine. Good girl. Wait for me.”


Story 52 — The Key in the Water

Ruby’s boathouse was a world apart: a place built for secrets, sealed in glass and old pine, the city just a shiver of distant lights across black water. It was late—a weekday stolen from obligation—and Ruby moved through the chilly, damp space with practiced precision, every motion a love letter to control.

She laid out her kit on a folded towel atop the bare wooden floor:

Three coils of climbing rope, sun-faded and softened by use.

A pair of timer padlocks, their digital faces blinking with unreadable patience.

The thick, weighted plug—charging, red light pulsing faintly, the soft silicone ridged in a way that made her body tense in anticipation.

A heavy pair of steel handcuffs, the kind with ice-locked release cores: she’d filled them herself, sliding the tiny ice tubes inside so they would only click open after an hour or more of melting.

Two keys: one for the cuffs, strung on a paracord leash, and a backup sealed in a waterproof capsule, tethered to a long, bright pink cord that snaked out the high window and down to where it dangled above the canal.

She checked everything—once, then twice, the careful motions of a woman who trusted systems, not luck. The ropes ran through a karabiner bolted to the floor, crossed her chest in a harness pattern she’d memorized from late nights on internet forums. Her safety shears—just in reach, but only with true contortion—sat in their bright yellow case on the shelf by the door. A phone alarm was set, just in case; an old diving whistle hung from a nail by the bathroom for a last-resort signal.

The air was dense with the scents of rope, river, and a faint thread of her own deodorant. Outside, the water slapped at the concrete pilings, little waves echoing up through the boards. Every sound—her breath, the faint tremor in her hands, the click of steel on wood—seemed amplified in the hush.

Ruby was small, sharp-angled, black hair cropped ruthlessly short, her olive skin glinting with cold sweat. She wore nothing but a thin ribbed tank, old cotton briefs already damp at the seam, and thick socks. Her body bore a runner’s marks: deep muscle at her thighs, a faded tattoo on her ankle, a scattering of healed rope tracks across her ribs. She looked tough—she was tough—but tonight, she was carving herself down to the tender, trembling animal underneath.

Her rituals had rules, and she recited them under her breath as she worked:

Never tie a knot you can’t reach.

Timer locks first, then ice, then rope.

Always have a backup key, out of immediate reach but not gone.

No scenes if you’re sad, drunk, or desperate.

Double-check the failsafes. Triple-check if you’re scared.

She needed these rules—their absoluteness, the sense that as long as she obeyed them, she could indulge the wild, chaotic hunger inside her. She didn’t play these games for fun. She played them because the only way she could surrender was to a plan so perfect it made her believe, for an hour or two, that someone else was in charge.

Her heart thudded, nerves alive with a cocktail of dread and want. She pulled the weighted plug from its charger, the silicone warm now, slicked it with a trembling squeeze of lube. The smell was clean, medical, the slick cold and exciting against her fingers. She laid the plug next to the cuffs—everything within reach, everything in order.

She padded to the window, opening it wide enough to hear the water more clearly. She checked the backup key again: bright pink cord coiled, capsule sealed, the knot she’d tied this afternoon still holding. With a little flick of her wrist, she dropped the key and watched the cord unspool, the capsule bobbing for a moment before it was lost to sight, floating out over the black canal. It was there. It would always be there. She just had to trust that when she needed it, it would be waiting—unless she truly fucked up, in which case, well. The risk was the point.

Back inside, Ruby set her timer locks—sixty minutes, plus a two-minute buffer. She breathed in deep, the air sharp in her chest. Her body ached, thighs pressing together, cunt throbbing, the familiar pre-scene jitters rolling through her in cold waves. She ran her hands over her tank top, pinched her own nipples, shivered at the way her body responded—alive, greedy, needy for sensation and for the moment she would lose the option to say stop.

She knelt, cinching the rope harness around her torso, legs splayed, the knot biting into the small of her back. The ritual was everything: order, obedience, the beautiful illusion that she was giving herself up to fate when really, it was just her and her best-laid plans.

She checked the timer locks one more time. The digital faces blinked—fifty-nine minutes, and counting. Her fingers were shaking now, but she smiled, teeth bared, her chest rising and falling with shallow, hungry breaths.

Tonight, she would be perfectly trapped. Tonight, she would surrender to the systems she’d built—and trust that when the hour was up, she’d be able to free herself, changed but not ruined. Tonight, she was her own captor, her own savior, her own secret lover.

The rope creaked as she adjusted, the air thick with the hum of city and water, the metallic taste of anticipation growing sharp on her tongue.

She was ready.

Ruby sat cross-legged for a moment, bare thighs against cold wood, her whole body humming. This was the last chance. The place where ritual ended and risk began. She listened to the sounds outside—water, faint hum of distant engines, a gull’s broken call. The city was out there, but it felt a world away. Here, she was the architect and the animal both, perched at the edge of her own carefully built precipice.

She slipped the tank top up and off, folding it neatly beside the rest of her clothes. Goosebumps rose on her arms; the chill in the boathouse was a shock. She shivered, more from anticipation than cold. She ran her hands down her own chest, over small breasts, then traced the rope harness crossing her body—one pattern around ribs, another at her hips, each knot placed with studied precision. Every pass a boundary, a comfort, a tether to the present.

She fetched the plug—warm now, gleaming, heavy in her palm. The silicone caught the light, ridges promising to stretch and bite. She knelt, bracing herself with one hand, the other guiding the toy home. The moment the tip breached her, she sucked in air: the burn, the fullness, the hum of vulnerability. Her cunt clenched around the intrusion, muscles trembling, pleasure and humiliation blooming together. She pressed deeper until her body swallowed the toy, the base snug against her ass, the cord running neatly forward to where it would soon connect to the remote.

Every step made her more breathless. She picked up the steel handcuffs, the ice lock already beginning to sweat, and snapped one around her left wrist, feeling the click echo through her bones. She paused, feeling the weight of finality—then ratcheted the other cuff closed. The cold steel bit, unforgiving. She tested them, wrists together behind her back. The ice core was solid, unbreakable until it melted away—sixty minutes minimum, the timer locks an hour and two beyond that.

The backup key—her last safeguard—remained a ghost, drifting in the black water outside. She couldn’t see it, couldn’t reach it. That knowledge tightened everything inside her.

She slipped her legs through the last loop of rope—a frog tie, knees bent, ankles tethered to thighs, thighs pressed open, cunt and plug fully exposed. The rope dug into her skin, not cruel but demanding. She could wriggle, but not crawl. She could buck, but not run. She double-checked every knot with trembling fingers, breath coming faster. The last bit of slack vanished. There was no getting free until the systems allowed it.

She clipped the plug’s control to a short lanyard around her neck. One tap, and the first setting buzzed to life inside her. She whimpered, hips rocking, the sensation immediate and greedy—her body’s needs amplified by her utter helplessness. Her heart thudded in her ears. Her shoulders ached already, wrists straining behind her. She was a package—tied, plugged, cuffed, every inch catalogued and claimed by her own design.

The cold, damp air caressed her bare skin. She tasted metal and rope and the sour tang of fear rising. She caught sight of herself in the warped reflection of the window: a small, naked, bound thing, dark hair sticking up, eyes wild. She looked like prey, caught in her own snare. The humiliation sparked in her core—she loved it.

She leaned forward, forehead to the floor, the plug humming, her body alive and raw. The rope pressed into her, belly flat, nipples hard, sweat prickling under her arms. Her mind fractured:

I am helpless. I am safe. I am absolutely, beautifully fucked.

She tested the knots one last time—none would budge. The cuffs were solid. The timer lock blinked, a promise and a threat. The rope forced her thighs open, nothing hidden, nothing left to protect. The only sounds were the soft, constant slosh of the canal and the low, needy noise that escaped her lips when the plug ramped up to a second, sharper pulse.

Pleasure unfurled, strange and sharp. Her body was on edge, every nerve tuned to pain and want. She rocked, shallow and urgent, the friction of rope and steel a reminder: you did this. You wanted this. You’re not getting out until someone—or something—lets you go.

She was finally there—trapped, trembling, the scene no longer a rehearsal but a real, living thing. Every muscle, every breath, every whimper was hers, and the system’s, and the night’s.

She let her head drop, eyes closed, surrender rolling through her. If she was afraid, it was only because she’d made fear a gift, a secret she alone could open. If she was desperate, it was only because the world was big and cold and, tonight, she was gloriously at its mercy.

She mouthed a prayer to the room:

“Let me last. Let me break. Don’t let me be rescued too soon.”

The boathouse listened, the water whispering at the walls. Her systems would hold. The rules would keep her safe. She was helpless, but only as much as she allowed herself to be—right up to the moment when, as always, the line she’d drawn for herself blurred and vanished, leaving her prey to her own beautiful trap.

For a while, time bent around Ruby’s self-made prison. She floated—caught in the plug’s rising hum, the warmth pooling between her thighs, the subtle ache of ropes biting into soft skin. She could almost pretend she was safe in someone else’s hands. The cuffs, the harness, the vibration deep inside—all conspired to erase her edges, narrowing her world to a desperate, greedy now.

The first orgasm came easy—too easy, a shudder that wracked her small body and left her groaning, hair plastered to her forehead, hips straining into the floor. Her wrists burned with the effort, thighs already trembling. The cold, musty air sucked the heat from her skin, but her mind was incandescent: This is what you wanted. This is the real you, the one who doesn’t have to hold anything back.

She gasped for air, panting, dizzy with the force of it. But the afterglow lasted seconds before her mind returned—practical, anxious, vigilant. She rolled her shoulders, testing the harness and cuffs, already checking her exit path. Habit. Survival. Control.

She craned her neck to the side, squinting at the timer lock. The display glowed faintly: 46:17. Still ages left. She flexed her toes, shifted her hips, winced at the way the rope forced her open, the plug moving with every twitch.

A bolt of unease flickered through her.

The plug’s remote—was it working? She tapped it. The setting changed, the hum deepened, but the light flickered oddly. She shrugged it off, the worry swallowed by another shiver of arousal.

She checked her wrists, tried the ice lock—still rock-solid, icy sweat beading on the steel. The backup key’s cord was a ghost in her mind, a pink line out the window into darkness and water. She gave the rope around her ankle a cautious tug, feeling the weight of her own restraint, loving the way it anchored her to the floor.

But a sliver of doubt had wormed into her chest.

She twisted, awkwardly, to test the emergency backup. The paracord was taut, the capsule invisible in the black outside, but she felt a faint resistance when she tugged—good, it’s still there. She let herself relax, let her head hang, let the plug’s rhythm build her back up. She was wet again, the air heavy with the scent of sex and river and rope.

Her thoughts blurred—control giving way to the sweet helplessness of being stuck, forced to feel, forced to ride out whatever her own system decided for her. For a moment, she grinned: What would her colleagues think, the ones who called her uptight, a checklist queen, always with a contingency plan? Here, naked and bound, she was anything but safe. Here, she was all want.

She lost track of time. The boathouse was timeless—only the slap of water and the ticking, implacable plug marking the minutes. She edged herself again, body fighting the ropes, the cuffs, the cold; another orgasm threatening, denied by a pattern change she hadn’t expected.

She checked the timer again—41:02—and tried the ice lock with a hopeful flex. Still frozen, not even a hint of melt. Her mind prickled. She knew, logically, it was too soon. But the plug’s motor was stuttering, now and then ramping up for too long before fading, no longer matching the patterns she’d programmed. Battery? Glitch?

A thrill shot through her, part fear, part hunger: What if it failed? What if she’d overclocked it and it just kept going? What if…

She bit her lip, rolling her hips, breath getting shallower. She tested the rope again, the knots biting deeper now, and felt the panic begin to shimmer behind the pleasure. Her hands, numb from the cuffs, twisted—she tried to find slack, to shift her weight, but nothing gave.

She reached for the backup again, tugging the paracord harder this time. It held for a moment, then—

Snap.

Not the cord, but the resistance changed—suddenly there was slack, the cord moving freely.

Ruby froze, heart thundering. She yanked again, frantic. The paracord slid through her fingers, line spooling in, wet at the end. No weight, no capsule, no key.

Gone.

She stared, disbelieving, for a long second—then let out a sound half growl, half sob.

The backup was gone. The key was in the canal, the water or the current or some passing debris had taken it. There was no second chance. Only the ice, the timer, and the hope that her calculations were right.

The boathouse closed in—suddenly too small, too cold, the slap of water outside turning threatening. The plug hummed, relentless, pushing her toward another edge she didn’t know if she wanted.

She was trapped, and for the first time, it wasn’t a game. The arousal was still there, hot and sharp, but now it laced with the first electric thrill of panic. This was surrender, real and absolute—her system was no longer hers. It belonged to the night, the water, the cold logic of physics and chance.

Ruby breathed, trying to ground herself. She tested every knot, the cuffs, the plug, every inch of her body straining for escape and finding only helplessness.

Control was gone.

All she could do was wait, and hope the next hour wouldn’t teach her anything about herself she couldn’t survive.

Ruby stared at the slack pink cord in her trembling hand, heart pounding like it was trying to crack her ribs from the inside. She pulled once more, harder, but there was nothing—just empty line, no weight, no reassuring clink of metal, no hope. The backup key was gone. She was completely at the mercy of her own mechanisms.

The boathouse felt smaller, the night pressing in from all sides. Every breath seemed too loud, her chest rising and falling in sharp, shallow bursts. The window’s black pane reflected her in fragments: flushed face, wild hair, rope and steel cutting hard lines over soft, panicked flesh. Her mouth was dry. Sweat slicked her brow despite the chill. She twisted her wrists in the cuffs, but the ice lock was solid, unyielding, a cold bruise biting into bone.

She tested the timer lock. The digits crept down, agonizingly slow—still over half an hour to go. The plug, in its own relentless cycle, began to ramp up again, humming deep and mean. It was all wrong now: not the pattern she’d programmed, but a jagged stutter that made her muscles twitch, panic laced with humiliation and a heat she couldn’t chase away.

Ruby whimpered, the sound muffled by the knot in her throat. Her thighs were trembling, knees wide, cunt aching, the wetness pooled beneath her another reminder of just how exposed she was. The rope harness pinned her open, everything stretched and displayed, nipples hard in the cold, her ass filled, wrists burning. She was helpless—no clever system, no second chance, just the inexorable tick of time and the knowledge that if anything else failed, she’d have no way out but screaming for help.

The plug hit a sudden, vicious high. She gasped, hips bucking, shoulders scraping the wood. Every muscle in her body fought the bonds—ankles twisted, thighs flexed, wrists yanking until she thought the cuffs might slice her skin. But the ropes were unforgiving, the cuffs steel and ice and nothing more.

A hot, animal fear surged: What if nobody hears me? What if something happens? What if I pass out—what if I die here, like this?

The water outside was louder now, wind picking up, slapping the hull. The boathouse creaked, old wood shuddering. Every unfamiliar noise made her flinch, her mind inventing threats in the dark—someone on the towpath, a boat bumping the dock, the city’s drone a distant, indifferent lull.

She forced her breath slower, fighting the edge of panic. You checked everything. You timed it all. The ice will melt. The timer will click open. Just wait. Just hold on. But her logic felt hollow, drowned out by her body’s frantic messages: heart hammering, cunt dripping, sweat chilling in the crooks of her elbows and knees. The scent of river water and rope and her own fear filled the air.

Her jaw ached. She bit down, hard, using pain to ground herself. The plug’s rhythm changed again—cruel, relentless, just enough to keep her teetering on the verge of sensation, never letting her slip away into mindless pleasure. Tears burned her eyes, hot and sharp. She let them come, didn’t bother to blink them away. There was no one here to see her break.

She moaned, the sound echoing in the small room. The rope dug into her hips, thighs wide and exposed, every nerve a live wire. She rocked, shallow and frantic, the urge to come tangled up with the terror of being so utterly out of control. Her shoulders shook, wrists twisting in cold steel, body shuddering with every surge of the plug.

It wasn’t just pleasure. It wasn’t just fear. It was both, layered and knotted so tightly she couldn’t find the edges anymore. She was trapped by her own need, undone by the fantasy she’d always thought she could manage.

“Please,” she whispered—she didn’t know who she was begging, or what for. The boathouse offered nothing but the slap of water and the steady, merciless tick of time.

She sobbed, back arching, face pressed to the floor. Her world was reduced to wood, rope, cold air, metal, and a heat blooming between her legs so sharp it almost hurt.

There was no more control. Only surrender.

The timer ticked on, merciless and abstract, but Ruby no longer had the breath or clarity to count it. Numbers meant nothing now. Time had become sensation—an endless stretch of cold air scraping overheated skin, of rope biting deeper with every frantic movement, of the plug inside her pulsing like a foreign heart.

Her body was no longer responding to thought.

Every attempt to calm herself shattered against the rising tide inside her. The fear hadn’t gone away—it had burrowed deeper, coiling tight around her lungs—but it had fused with the ache between her legs, turned sharp and electrical. Her cunt throbbed openly, slick dripping down onto the wood beneath her, a humiliating, undeniable proof of how thoroughly her body had betrayed her plans.

“No—no, wait,” she gasped, voice hoarse, barely audible over the slap of water outside. Her hips rocked despite herself, shallow and desperate, the rope harness punishing every motion by pulling her tighter, spreading her wider. The knots dug into her skin, unforgiving, reminding her with every inch that she was trapped exactly how she’d designed herself to be.

The plug surged again.

Not the teasing build she knew. Not the measured climb she could brace for. This was brute, sustained intensity—too much, too fast, driving straight through her overstimulated nerves. Her back arched violently, shoulders scraping wood, wrists yanking hard enough that white-hot pain lanced up her arms. She cried out, the sound ripped from her chest without permission, raw and animal and terrified.

Her mind fractured.

There was no fantasy left in this—no clever framing, no erotic narrative she could retreat into. There was only sensation, overwhelming and unstoppable. Her cunt clenched hard around nothing, muscles spasming uselessly against steel and rope. She tried to clamp her thighs together, but the tie forced them apart, held her open to everything she was trying not to feel.

The plug kept going.

Her breath turned ragged, chest heaving, tears spilling freely now. She shook violently, whole body trembling as pleasure and fear tangled so tightly they became indistinguishable. Her clit felt swollen, bruised, on fire—every pulse dragging her closer to an edge she hadn’t chosen, hadn’t prepared for.

“I can’t—” she sobbed. “I can’t—please—”

But there was no one to hear her.

The boathouse creaked softly, indifferent. The canal slapped at the walls, patient and endless. Her own systems—so carefully planned, so trusted—offered no mercy.

The orgasm hit her like a seizure.

It tore through her without warning, without grace, without permission. Her body locked up, muscles clenching so hard it felt like she might snap in half. Her cunt spasmed violently, slick flooding out of her in hot, humiliating waves. Her cry shattered into a broken scream, throat burning, jaw slack as the release ripped through her again and again, merciless in its intensity.

She came hard.

Too hard.

Far harder than she ever would have allowed herself.

Her hips bucked uncontrollably against the ropes, every jerk sending fresh agony through her wrists and shoulders. The plug hammered inside her, turning every contraction into another sharp spike of sensation. She sobbed openly now, face twisted, spit slicking her lips as her body betrayed her utterly.

The pleasure wasn’t clean or satisfying. It was overwhelming, messy, almost painful—her nerves screaming as the orgasm dragged on far too long, refusing to crest and fade the way she needed it to. She couldn’t escape it. She couldn’t make it stop.

By the time it finally broke, she was shaking uncontrollably.

Her body sagged against the ropes, strength drained out of her all at once. Her breathing came in broken gasps, chest fluttering erratically. Sweat cooled rapidly on her skin, leaving her shivering, nipples painfully hard, thighs aching from being held open so long.

The plug dropped to silence.

The absence was almost worse.

She lay there, wrecked and exposed, slick cooling beneath her, cunt still twitching weakly with aftershocks she didn’t want anymore. Her head spun, nausea creeping in alongside the exhaustion. The fear rushed back in full force now that the pleasure had burned itself out, sharp and cruel.

She was still trapped.

Still cuffed.

Still utterly alone.

Tears slid sideways into her hair as she pressed her cheek to the floor, breath hitching with quiet, broken sobs. Her wrists burned, her hips ached, her ass throbbed around the too-full plug. Every inch of her felt used—not in the way she’d fantasised, not in the way she’d planned, but in a way that left her small and shaken and deeply, frighteningly human.

The timer ticked on.

She focused on it now—not the numbers, but the idea of it. The certainty that something, somewhere, was still counting down. That this would end. That the ice would melt. That the locks would release.

She clung to that thought, limp in her own ropes, body trembling with aftershocks and fear, her orgasm already feeling like something that had happened to someone else.

She had crossed a line she could never un-cross.

And as she lay there, ruined and sobbing and waiting, she understood with terrifying clarity why this was the only way she ever let herself feel anything at all.

The world narrowed to sensation—pulse, ache, a deep, hollow cold where the heat of orgasm had left her gutted. Ruby didn’t move for a long time. Her whole body was leaden, breaths shivering in and out, her cheek stuck to the grain of the floorboards with sweat and tears.

Somewhere in the fog, she realized the plug had gone still. She felt numb in places and raw in others: wrists bitten red, shoulders throbbing, hips and thighs laced with angry lines where rope had bitten flesh. Her cunt still twitched weakly, emptiness blooming as the last of her pleasure faded, leaving behind a deep ache—emotional, physical, something in between.

The ice lock began to yield at last. She heard a faint, wet crack from behind her, then a slow, sticky give. She tensed, breath held, until—click. The cuff snapped open, the metal heavy against her skin. With hands barely her own, she fumbled at the knots, fingers stiff, burning with pins and needles as blood returned. It took her far too long—her wrists so weak she cursed aloud, voice hoarse and thin.

When the last knot fell loose, Ruby rolled onto her back, staring up at the beams above. She pressed her hands to her face, sobbing once—loud, ugly, the catharsis of both relief and shame. She tasted salt, sweat, old rope. Every part of her felt bruised and strange, like she’d borrowed someone else’s skin for a night and was only now trying to slip back in.

She managed to lever herself upright, the world spinning. The cold from the floor radiated up into her bones, making her shiver violently, teeth clacking. She clumsily reached behind her, wincing, and pried the plug out with a messy, exhausted sigh—pain and relief together, slick running down her thigh. She wanted to be rid of everything, to climb out of her own body.

For a moment she just sat, naked and marked, legs splayed, hair stuck to her cheek, the boathouse silent except for her ragged breathing and the quiet lap of water. She glanced at the window. The pink cord was still there, limp and useless, bobbing in the faint current. The backup key was truly gone—lost to the canal, proof that not even her best planning could save her from every risk.

She scanned the space for her safety shears, half afraid she’d need them, then realized with a strange, sharp pride that she’d gotten out on her own. The system had held—barely, but enough. It was a small, battered victory.

She wiped herself with a towel, the scratch of cotton almost a punishment, then wrapped the towel around her shoulders, huddling into a ball. She flexed her wrists, studying the deep, angry marks, already purpling. Her thighs bore red rope grooves, stark against olive skin. Her hips ached from being spread so wide for so long. She traced each line—painful, real, irrefutable evidence of the night.

The shame pulsed, but so did something more complicated: a fierce pride. She had survived her own game, walked through the fire and come out the other side, changed and shaken and stubbornly alive. She hadn’t screamed for help. She hadn’t given up.

Still, her mind replayed every second: the terror, the helplessness, the pleasure that had tipped into pain and back again. She didn’t trust herself to know, yet, whether she’d gone too far—or if she’d go further next time.

Ruby crawled to the bathroom, turned the shower to scalding, and stood under the spray until she was numb, watching rope marks and dried slick swirl down the drain. She washed her hair, massaged bruised wrists, brushed her teeth with trembling hands. By the time she stepped out, she felt a little more human—still shaking, still raw, but returned to herself, if only just.

In fresh pajamas, she limped back into the main room and stared at the empty space where her kit had been. The boathouse smelled like river and sweat and old fear. She opened the window wide, letting the night air sweep through, breathing in the cool, clean dark.

She collapsed onto the futon, curling into herself, the towel cocooning her against the shivers. She was free. She was safe. But every mark on her body, every echo in her bones, reminded her that freedom had always been just another word for surviving her own surrender.

She closed her eyes, drifted into uneasy sleep, and let the water’s lullaby sing her down.

Morning crept in gray and slow, slipping through the windows to touch the tangled wreck of Ruby’s body on the futon. She woke sore, every joint aching, muscles stiff and heavy. For a moment she lay perfectly still, not trusting the world to be real, letting her eyes trace the gold-edged shadow of rope marks on her thighs, the mottled bruises at her wrists. They looked unreal—cartography of last night’s madness, a map she alone could read.

She stretched, flinching, and let the sheet drop away. Cold air found her skin, raised new goosebumps over the fading tracks. The shame still lived somewhere in her chest—a faint, bitter pulse—but so did something else: a wicked spark of pride, even anticipation. Her body was evidence and aftermath, but also promise. She’d been broken by her own system and put herself back together. The power in that was a living thing, just waiting to be claimed.

She limped to the bathroom, washed her face, smeared balm on her bruises and rope burns, and then, towel-damp, wrapped in her old hoodie, she opened her battered notebook—Rituals & Results scrawled on the first page. The pen shook in her hand, but she forced herself to write:

Rules check:

— Timer locks: reliable, but slow to open under stress

— Ice lock: worked, but risk of wrist damage if arms lose feeling—alternate position next time

— Rope harness: safe, marks fading after 8 hours

— Plug: battery glitched at high intensity—needs testing

— Backup key: failed, swept away. Never trust a single point of failure on water. Next time, second backup inside.

She stared at the words. They looked technical, practical, but every line bled memory. She could still taste the panic—the sound of her own cries, the way the boathouse closed in, the moment she surrendered and let the pleasure ruin her. The horror and the heat, together. There was no way to separate them. That was the lesson, too.

Under her notes, she added, smaller:

What did I want?

—to feel powerless, not just in theory

—to prove I could survive myself

—to make the rules, break the rules, write new ones

—to be seen, even if only by my own reflection

She texted her best friend, just a single line—“Checking in. Alive. Miss you.” The ritual mattered, even if her friend had no idea what had truly happened. It was a promise: next time, she’d let someone know where she was, even if she never planned to call for help.

She made tea, hands still trembling, and stood at the window. The canal was flat and grey, early-morning mist curling off the surface. The pink cord hung limp, floating in the reeds, backup key forever lost. She watched a swan drift past, head tucked under one wing, the city waking up across the water.

Ruby pressed her palm to the glass, tracing the memory of knots, of ice, of fear and fire. She was no longer sure where her limits lay—only that the game was never as safe or as predictable as she tried to make it. That was the real thrill: not knowing if she’d win, or be wrecked, or both.

She finished her tea, cleaned the room, put away the ropes. Each movement was deliberate, grounding, an echo of last night’s chaos receding. But as she packed the plug and timer lock away, her hand lingered—hungry, already aching for the next risk, the next ritual, the next surrender.

She knew she’d do it again. She knew the rules would be different.

But the hunger, the need for surrender, for risk, for control—

That would never change.

Outside, the sun finally broke through, streaking the water gold. Ruby smiled—small, secret, and utterly unrepentant.

Tonight, she thought, she’d rest.

Tomorrow, maybe, she’d tie herself up again.


Story 53 — Borrowed Control

Eliza had always believed in preparation—packing for every weather, every mood, every possibility. She folded sweaters, teas, and a bottle of her favorite red into the overnight bag, double-checking for the third time that she’d remembered the box with the plug, the little key, the slim sheet of rules she’d written by hand and folded until it was soft as cloth. She wasn’t anxious, she told herself; she was being thorough.

The cottage was two hours from the city, set behind a low stone wall, its kitchen window framed by tangled roses left wild from winter. She arrived before dusk, fire already lit by the housekeeper, the chill in the air sweet and sharp. She spent the first hour in silence, unloading the car, placing her boots on the mat, listening to the way the boards creaked under her bare feet. The place felt set apart from time—no signal, just wind and woodsmoke, every sound outside muffled by moss and distance.

Noah arrived just after seven, tall and spare in a dark wool coat, his smile awkward but honest. They’d been friends for years—sometimes lovers, always something more and less than what people expected. He kissed her cheek, brought in logs, set his own bag by the door, and they cooked quietly together, moving around each other with the ease of two people who’d practiced a dozen small rituals, never quite calling them intimacy.

Dinner was simple—roast chicken, roast potatoes, a tumble of salad greens. The wine was good, the quiet not awkward, just peaceful. They ate by firelight, the clock on the mantel ticking softly. When they were done, she cleared the plates, poured more wine, and sat back down at the table, hands folded on the wood, feeling the pulse in her wrists.

She watched Noah for a moment—how he poured his drink, how he noticed when her fingers shook and didn’t comment, how he gave her the space to begin.

Eliza took a breath.

“There’s something I want to ask,” she said, her voice more steady than she felt.

Noah set his glass down, turned to face her fully, attention absolute. “Of course. Anything.”

She slid the folded paper across the table, its edges already soft with her worrying. “I want you to read this. Before you answer.”

He glanced at the page, then at her—checking for any sign she might want to take it back. She gave a small nod, afraid that if she opened her mouth she’d fill the silence with apologies, with explanations, with justifications for her own need.

Noah unfolded the page. His eyes flicked down, mouth set in a gentle, neutral line. He read quietly—her neat, small handwriting spelling out rules more naked than anything she’d ever shown him physically:

This weekend, I don’t want to decide. I want you to hold that for me.

I want to wear the plug when I’m awake. I want you to keep the key.

I don’t want to ask for release—I want you to decide.

If I try to take control back, you don’t have to stop me, but you don’t have to give in either.

I don’t want punishment.

I don’t want games.

I want to rest.

She watched him read, heart thudding, the fire making shadows flicker up the walls. The vulnerability was sharper than nakedness, sharper than pain—this was not about being overpowered, but about being trusted with her own undoing.

He finished, set the paper down, and looked at her with the same calm, honest eyes he’d always brought to her crisis calls, her panicked late-night texts, the messy ends of her relationships. There was no hunger in his face, no glint of conquest—only care, and a little awe.

“Eliza,” he said softly, “I’m honoured you’d ask. Are you sure this is what you want tonight?”

She nodded, a small sound escaping her, half laugh, half threat of tears. “Yes. Not just tonight. The whole weekend. I want to try—” Her voice caught. “I want to see if I can let you hold it all.”

Noah reached across the table, took her hands in his. His grip was warm, not tight—steady, a pulse of reassurance moving up her arms to settle in her chest. “I’d be glad to. But only if you promise to tell me if anything isn’t working. And I want to talk about it—about what it means for you, what you’re really asking me to hold. Can you do that?”

She nodded again, hands squeezing his. “Yes. I wrote it all down because I don’t have words for it when I’m tired, or when I’m scared I’m not doing it right. It’s not about sex, not mostly—it’s about relief. I want to rest, and I can’t do it if I know I can pull the plug out any time I want.”

He smiled, gentle but unyielding. “So I’ll hold the key. I’ll decide when, if, and how you get release. And you’ll try not to control anything, just for a weekend.”

“Just for a weekend,” she echoed, the words a promise and a plea.

Noah kissed her knuckles, hands still holding tight. “Then we’re agreed. You’ve done the hardest part already—asking for what you need.”

Eliza felt her breath shudder out of her, a trembling exhale that left her feeling light, raw, a little giddy. Relief washed through her, edged with nerves and something dangerously close to hope.

They sat that way for a while, the fire snapping, the rules between them like a third presence at the table. Eliza felt stripped and seen, exposed not by flesh but by her own honesty.

She realised she was smiling—soft, grateful, unburdened.

This was what she wanted: not to be used, not to be forced, but to be held.

And for the first time in months, maybe years, she believed it might actually be enough.

Noah read Eliza’s rules a second time, his finger tapping absently at a corner of the paper as he sat in thoughtful silence. The fire’s glow cast both of them in amber, making the world seem smaller, private—every sound outside pressed back by stone and wood and the agreement taking shape between them.

He slid the note back toward her, gentle, careful not to startle. “Tell me what you want the most. And what you want the least.”

Eliza hesitated, cheeks flushing. The act of asking had felt impossible—now, explaining felt even harder. “I want to rest, truly rest. I want to not think about what’s next, or if I’m doing it right, or what anyone expects. I want to do as I’m told—just for once, just for a little while. I don’t want to feel like I have to perform, or be good at it, or even be… sexy.”

She faltered, looking away, the words suddenly too big for her mouth. “I’m afraid I’ll ruin it. That I’ll try to take over out of habit. Or that you’ll feel responsible for making something happen. I don’t want to be a project. I just want to be held.”

Noah listened, not interrupting. “And the sex part?” he asked, voice gentle, matter-of-fact. “Is that the goal, or just a part of the holding?”

Eliza took a long breath, searching for words that felt real. “It’s not the goal. I want it to happen only if you decide I’m actually… still. Actually resting. Not because I’ve earned it, or because you feel obligated. But because you want to give it.” Her hands twisted in her lap, knuckles pale. “I want permission to let go without feeling I have to earn it first. And if that means I don’t get off at all, that’s—” she shrugged, mouth twitching—“that’s okay. Maybe that’s even better.”

He reached across, resting his hand lightly on hers. “Thank you for telling me. It’s brave, you know. To be clear about what you need—especially when what you need is care, not a performance.”

She swallowed, nodding. The relief that came with being heard was almost too much, a dizzy, full feeling that pressed against her ribs and threatened tears.

Noah considered, then outlined his own needs. “Here’s what I want: for you to be honest. If you’re uncomfortable, if you want to change something, you tell me. I’ll hold the key, I’ll make the decisions, but you get to call a stop if you need. No questions asked. I won’t use denial as a punishment—I’m not interested in power games or proving anything. I want you to have this weekend to actually rest. If that means sex, we’ll have it. If not, we’ll just be here together.”

He waited, letting the words settle, not pressing. “Does that sound right?”

Eliza nodded, voice trembling with the force of her honesty. “Yes. But I need you to promise me—don’t give in if I try to manage you. Don’t let me distract you from deciding. If I get bossy, or try to fix things, just remind me. Gently, if you can. But don’t let me take it back.”

He smiled, warmth and reassurance in every line. “I can do that. And if I’m unsure, I’ll ask, not guess. You’ll know what I’m thinking, and I’ll check before I push.”

A hush fell, both of them absorbing the shape of their agreement. There was no script, no collar or contract, just a woman asking to put down the weight she carried, and a man willing to hold it—not because it turned him on (though it might), but because it mattered.

Noah broke the silence, his voice low, almost shy: “How do you want to start? Tonight, or in the morning?”

Eliza smiled, tension bleeding out of her shoulders. “In the morning. I want to wake up and know I’m already not in charge.”

“Then that’s what we’ll do.” He squeezed her hand, steady and kind. “I’ll keep the key. You sleep as long as you want. We’ll begin with breakfast, and you’ll let me decide the rest. Deal?”

“Deal,” she whispered, feeling the first, delicious hint of surrender relax the muscles in her jaw, her neck, her belly.

They finished their wine by the fire, speaking little, content with the intimacy of having spoken plainly and been believed. When they finally climbed into bed—separate rooms, at her request—the air between them was charged not with heat but with trust. Eliza slept harder than she had in weeks, the folded sheet of rules tucked into Noah’s palm like a promise neither of them wanted to break.

Eliza woke to filtered sunlight, the faint scent of woodsmoke, and the soft hush of rain on the roof. The cottage was still, the only movement the slow drift of dust motes in the morning light and the rhythmic creak of the old radiators. For a long moment, she let herself lie perfectly still—waiting to feel the first punch of anxiety, the checklist of tasks, the low hum of responsibility that usually greeted her every day.

Nothing came.

Instead, she heard the gentle clatter of dishes in the kitchen, the gurgle of the kettle, Noah’s footsteps—heavy and unhurried, a rhythm she’d come to recognize from a hundred late nights at his flat, their friendship built as much on silent company as conversation.

She let herself savor the warmth, then reached for her phone. It was gone—she’d left it with Noah, a conscious act of surrender the night before. No calendar. No emails. No outside world for now.

A pang of nerves flared. She slipped from bed and wrapped herself in her robe, padding barefoot to the bathroom. The plug, sleek and simple, waited on the folded towel beside her toothbrush. Her reflection was softer than she expected—hair wild from sleep, skin still flushed, a crease from the pillow pressed into her cheek.

She took her time in the shower, hot water loosening the knots in her shoulders, then dried off and stood in the cool air, the plug heavy in her palm. She lubed it carefully, shivering a little at the anticipation. This wasn’t about humiliation or invasion; it was a signal, a way of stepping into the day on someone else’s terms.

She pressed it in slowly, letting her body open, breath catching at the familiar fullness. The relief was immediate—sharp, grounding, a reminder that her pleasure, her surrender, were now held outside herself.

She slipped into leggings and a soft cotton sweater, heart thudding, then padded into the kitchen.

Noah looked up from the stove, his hair rumpled, smile warm. “Morning.”

She managed a shy, unguarded grin. “Morning.”

He poured coffee—one mug for each of them, hers fixed just as she liked it, without needing to be asked. She noticed her phone on the counter, screen dark, untouched. Noah gave it to her with a quiet nod, then took it back when she finished checking for emergencies. She felt herself unclench at the gesture, as if a weight she hadn’t realized she carried had slipped off her shoulders.

They ate in silence—soft eggs, buttered toast, blackberries. Every detail was gentle, unhurried, the air around them full of the comfort of small routines. Eliza tried not to think about the plug, but it colored everything: the way she shifted in her chair, the low buzz of arousal beneath the surface, the ever-present awareness that Noah held the key.

After breakfast, Noah stood and offered his hand. “Come with me.”

She obeyed, trailing after him into the living room. He pointed to a spot by the fire. “Sit. Read a book. No phone, no laptop. If you get restless, tell me.”

She bristled for a moment, the habit of motion and planning tugging at her. She reached for her bag, meaning to tidy up, then stopped herself—his command echoing. She sat, drawing her knees up, letting the plug settle inside her. She stared at the flames, feeling herself grow warm, tension melting in increments.

Noah brought her tea, set it beside her, and watched her a moment—no pressure, no scrutiny, just a quiet, caring presence. “Drink,” he said softly. “Stay there until I say.”

She did.

She sipped her tea, read a chapter, felt her body relax and her mind start to float. Every so often, she shifted, the plug’s presence reminding her why she was here, what she was giving up. The arousal was there—dull, persistent—but it was background to something bigger: the strange, soothing comfort of not being in charge.

Noah checked on her from time to time, asking simple things: “Need a blanket? Too warm? Want to stretch?” Each question was an invitation to be cared for, not a test. She felt herself answering honestly, not to impress but to be real.

As the morning drifted on, Eliza realized how hard it was not to try to “do submission right.” She caught herself straightening the pillows, folding her robe, making lists in her mind. Each time, Noah noticed—a gentle touch to her knee, a soft, “Leave it. Just rest.” Each command was a small mercy, but also a challenge to her deepest habits.

By noon, she felt wrung out—not from effort, but from the slow unwinding of her vigilance. She was half-aroused, half-drowsy, nerves singing with the uncertainty of not knowing what came next. And for the first time in memory, she didn’t care. She was content to let Noah hold the plan, the key, the shape of her day.

She wasn’t sure what she wanted—only that this was what she needed: to be led, held, and made to let go, one gentle command at a time.

By early afternoon, rain drummed steadily against the cottage windows, and the fire’s glow had faded from golden to a quieter, steady warmth. Eliza dozed in her chair, the plug a familiar ache in her belly, the echo of Noah’s last command—rest—softening the edges of her thoughts. For the first time in months, her mind wasn’t full of lists, deadlines, or small disasters. She let herself sink into the hush, body heavy and loose, the key to her pleasure quite literally out of reach.

But stillness, she discovered, is its own kind of torture.

After a while, a restlessness crept in. The urge to fix things was primal: she glanced at the bookshelf, noticed the cookbooks out of order; eyed the kitchen, spotted a stray teacup; scanned the table, already making a mental list of tomorrow’s groceries. She shifted, sitting up straighter, and glanced toward her phone.

Noah, reading quietly on the sofa, looked up, sensing the change. “Leave it,” he said, voice low, not unkind but final.

Eliza bristled—guilt and defensiveness twisting together. “I just thought I’d tidy up. Get a head start on dinner. I should check the weather for tomorrow, and—”

He closed his book with a soft thump and shook his head, a gentle smile barely curving his mouth. “That’s not your job this weekend.”

She tried again, voice brittle. “It helps me relax, knowing everything’s handled. I’ll just—”

Noah’s gaze was direct, more powerful than any raised voice. “No. It helps you avoid relaxing, Liza. That’s why I’m holding the plan. I told you: you don’t have to perform here. You just have to let go. Even if it’s hard.”

The tension between them thickened. Eliza felt a hot surge of frustration—at him, at herself, at the plug pressing insistently inside her and the endless, aching absence of sexual escalation. She wanted him to take her, use her, do something—or at least let her make herself useful.

Instead, Noah was unmoved. “Come here,” he said, patting the space beside him on the sofa.

She obeyed, jaw set, crossing the room with arms folded tight. She perched beside him, rigid, every muscle coiled.

Noah draped his arm over the back of the couch, his other hand coming to rest—light, grounding—on her knee. “Look at me.”

She met his gaze, struggling to hide the swirl of embarrassment and anger inside her.

“You don’t have to earn rest, Eliza. You don’t get points for suffering through it, or for performing submission perfectly. There’s nothing for you to fix. Just… be here.”

She felt her eyes sting, throat tightening. “It feels like punishment. Like I’m doing something wrong by not being… useful.”

He shook his head, thumb tracing slow circles over her knee. “It’s not punishment. It’s proof that you’re allowed to exist without having to manage, or serve, or be perfect. The plug’s not there to make you ache for me. It’s there to remind you that even your pleasure is out of your hands.”

The words landed—hard. She swallowed, eyes dropping. The urge to argue, to win back even a little control, made her fidget, then fall still under his steady presence.

Noah pulled her gently into his side, letting her curl against him. The fire popped. The rain thickened, drumming out any hope of distraction.

He didn’t stroke her, didn’t escalate. He simply held her, quiet and firm. Minutes stretched. The sexual tension—the expectation of use, of action—didn’t lessen, but sharpened. She found herself wanting—not orgasm, not even touch, but permission: to rest, to feel, to not be responsible.

She closed her eyes, letting the warmth of his arm and the fullness inside her lull her into a state just short of sleep. The plug was an ache now, more background than threat, but its presence was enough to keep her grounded in her own submission. She didn’t know if she wanted to cry, to laugh, or to shake him until he did something—anything—to break the stalemate.

But Noah held the silence, letting the discomfort stretch until it cracked open something in her she hadn’t known was wound so tight.

She didn’t know yet if she would thank him for it. She only knew she couldn’t make him let her take over, and that knowledge—maddening, helpless, deeply erotic—left her exposed and trembling, perched at the edge of surrender, not allowed to jump.

Eliza didn’t remember falling asleep, but she woke curled into Noah’s side, his hand resting heavy and reassuring on her hip. The rain had stopped. The silence was so deep it felt like a weight on her chest. For a moment, she thought she could hold onto it—just the quiet, just the warmth—but her mind spun up, searching for the edges of the problem, the next thing to fix.

Without thinking, she sat up, rubbing her face, voice thick with sleep and defeat. “I can’t do this. I’m sorry—I’m making this awkward. I’m not relaxed, I’m not… I keep waiting for something to happen. For you to… I don’t know. Punish me for failing at this, or fuck me until I’m blank, or tell me what to do next. And all you’re doing is—holding me.”

Noah shifted to sit upright, arms still around her, gaze steady. “Is that not enough?”

She swallowed hard, shaking her head, tears rising unbidden. “I want to be good at it. I want you to be proud. I want to earn it. All I can think about is whether I’m doing rest right, and the more I try, the worse it feels. I’m sorry. I wanted this so badly, but it’s just making me… feel wrong. Like I’m broken for not knowing how to let go.”

He cupped her face in his hands, thumbs warm against her damp cheeks. “Liza. It’s okay to not know. You’re not broken. You’re tired. You’ve been tired for a long time, haven’t you?”

She nodded, unable to keep the tears in check. They spilled hot and silent down her face, each one a drop of relief and shame.

Noah held her tighter, pressing his lips to her hair. “You don’t get to come because you’ve been good. You get to come when you stop trying. There’s nothing you can do to earn it. I’m not waiting for you to impress me or seduce me or fix anything. I’m just waiting for you to let yourself be held, exactly as you are. If that takes all weekend, that’s okay. If it never happens, that’s okay too.”

His words cracked something open inside her—something old, something frightened and small. She sobbed, the sound wrenching out of her, and he didn’t hush her or pull away. He just stayed there, letting her shake and cry, the plug still a dull presence inside her, hips pressed to his, her need and pain tangled together.

“I don’t know how to stop,” she whispered. “I want to. I just… don’t know how.”

Noah stroked her back, voice gentle, no pressure. “Then don’t try. Don’t try to surrender. Don’t try to rest. Just… be here. Let me hold you while you’re lost. Let the world fall apart for a while.”

The relief was a tidal wave—her tears slowing, breath softening, the battle in her chest easing by degrees. She lay against him, the room spinning down to warmth and softness and the slow, patient rhythm of his hand on her spine.

There was no escalation. No reward. Just permission to feel everything—need, grief, frustration, shame—without having to do anything about it.

As the minutes passed, her breath slowed. She realized she hadn’t felt this empty, this safe, in years. The plug was no longer a punishment or a challenge, but simply a presence—proof she didn’t have to be in control.

For the first time, she truly rested—not because she’d earned it, but because she’d been brave enough to admit she couldn’t.

Noah brushed the hair from her eyes, kissed her forehead. “I’m proud of you. Not for surrendering, but for staying. For letting yourself be seen. That’s all I’ve ever wanted from you.”

She smiled, watery and tired. The plug pulsed gently with her heartbeat, not arousal but relief. For once, she let herself do nothing at all.

Afternoon blurred into early evening in a haze of soft, silent hours. The world shrank to the dimensions of the cottage: the steady tick of the mantel clock, the hush of rain returning, the faint, smoky warmth of dying embers in the hearth. Eliza drifted through it all like a ghost—tender, emptied out, her body both light and sore from the storms of the day.

She didn’t try to fill the silence. She didn’t reach for her phone or offer to help with dinner or check the locks twice. She curled on the sofa under a battered throw, knees drawn up, the plug a steady fullness deep inside. It no longer felt like a test or a torment—just an anchor, something to remind her she didn’t have to hold anything up or prove anything at all.

Noah moved quietly around her, making tea, reheating soup, never pressing, never fussing. When he sat beside her, she let her head fall to his shoulder, breathing in the scent of his sweater and the gentle trace of cedar from the fire. For the first time in memory, she had nothing to offer, nothing to solve, nothing to be except present.

Her body hummed with a dull, persistent ache—not urgent, not quite arousal, more like the slow return of sensation after a limb goes numb. She’d been so long in flight or fight, she’d forgotten what it was to be still. Now, with the plug inside her and the key safely in Noah’s pocket, she felt the ache and let it be—no need to chase it, no need to hush it.

She dozed and woke, the rhythms of the day slipping by without shape. Noah read a book. The rain came and went, pattering gently at the windows. Every now and then he’d check in—“Are you hungry?” “Do you need anything?”—but never more than that. When she shook her head, he smiled, as if her silence was answer enough.

Time stretched. The plug became background—sometimes a reminder, sometimes a comfort, but always a gentle boundary she didn’t have to cross. She realized, gradually, that the longer she let herself be held in this stillness, the less she needed to do anything at all. Her mind unclenched, the endless lists and self-judgment receding like the last of the storm.

In the late afternoon, she fell deeply asleep, sprawled on the rug before the fire. She dreamed nothing. She woke to Noah pulling a blanket over her, tucking it at her shoulders, the room golden with lamplight and the first pale promise of evening.

“Sleep well?” he asked, voice soft.

She nodded, a smile breaking through her exhaustion. “I think I did. I think… I really did.”

They shared a simple dinner, bread and cheese and the rest of the soup, eating in companionable quiet. Eliza felt changed—looser, lighter, the tension at the back of her neck gone, her hands finally still in her lap. She didn’t reach for the key, didn’t ask for more. She simply let herself be, present and held and enough.

The plug was still there, but she barely noticed it now—except as a small, steady proof that she’d survived her own surrender. That Noah still held her pleasure in trust, and that nothing terrible had happened when she stopped fighting for it.

As night drew in, Noah met her gaze across the table. There was heat there, but also pride—an intimacy born of watching someone finally come home to themselves. Eliza held his eyes, felt the blush rise on her cheeks, and didn’t look away.

She was still aching, still wanting, but for the first time, the ache was not a punishment. It was the echo of having finally, truly rested.

The cottage had shifted as evening deepened—rain ceased, clouds giving way to a blue-black sky, the last warmth from the fire flickering low. Eliza stood at the window, mug cupped in her hands, the plug inside her now a subtle throb, less an ache than a heartbeat—steady, present, never forgotten.

Noah came up behind her, close but not crowding, his reflection tall and gentle in the pane. He set his hands on her shoulders, thumbs kneading the tightness he found there, and for a moment, neither of them spoke. The hush was soft, weighty with everything unsaid.

“You’ve let go,” Noah said quietly, as if it were a simple fact. “I’ve watched you all day, and you haven’t tried to take anything back.”

Eliza let herself lean back into him, warmth flooding her belly. “I didn’t know it was possible. Not really.”

He took her mug, set it aside, and turned her gently to face him. His hands slid down to her waist, thumbs pressing into the curve of her hips. “Let me take care of you now. You don’t have to ask.”

Her breath stuttered, arousal rising slowly—calm, deep, an undercurrent to everything else. “Yes. Please.”

He led her to the bedroom, where the sheets were cool, the lamplight low. He undressed her slowly, every motion unhurried, reverent—sweater up and over her head, leggings rolled down, socks peeled off. She stood before him, bare but for the plug, hair tangled, face open and flushed.

Noah sat on the edge of the bed, pulled her into his lap, and wrapped her in his arms. For a long moment, they simply breathed together, the air between them electric, but also easy. His hand traced up her thigh, over the marks the plug had left—a silent affirmation of everything she’d given up this weekend.

He pressed a kiss to her temple. “You can let me now.”

She nodded, tears rising again, softer this time—gratitude, relief, longing all mixed into a gentle ache. He reached for the key from his pocket, warm from his own body, and pressed it into her hand.

“Would you like me to remove it, or do you want to do it yourself?”

She blinked at the choice—so simple, so loving—and handed the key back to him. “Please. You.”

He knelt, slow and deliberate, and removed the plug with infinite care—watching her face, checking for any trace of discomfort. When it slid free, she gasped, body tightening, the emptiness left behind instantly filled by his gentle touch, his hands cupping her hips, his mouth soft against her thigh.

He guided her onto the bed, spreading her out beneath him, his body a shelter and a promise. There was no rush, no performance—just the slow, careful build of trust made physical. His mouth found her, tongue soft, patient, tasting her, holding her open with both hands. The first touch sent shockwaves through her, not just pleasure but the proof that she could receive—could rest, could be used and cherished without having to do anything at all.

Eliza moaned, hands twisting in the sheets, her body loosening under his care. The arousal was new and old, electric and steady, a heat that ran bone-deep. She let the tears come, let her hips rise, let herself be worshipped and known. Noah never rushed her—he paused when she shuddered, stroked her leg when she whimpered, let her ride the waves at her own pace.

He whispered to her, “You’re safe. I’ve got you. Let it go.”

The orgasm took her gently, like falling into a warm bath—her whole body trembling, thighs shaking, pleasure washing through her in slow, rolling waves. She sobbed as she came, the tears mingling with laughter, her whole chest expanding with something vast and light and true.

When she stilled, Noah gathered her in his arms, holding her as she shook and sighed and wept and smiled. He kissed her hair, her cheek, her closed eyelids. For a long time they didn’t move, the world reduced to breath and heartbeats and the faint, sticky warmth between her legs.

She felt emptied out, not depleted but freed—every muscle slack, every thought loose and bright. The plug was gone, the key returned, her control given back in the most loving way possible.

Noah whispered, “I’m so proud of you.”

Eliza held him tighter, the last of her fear slipping away. She had been undone not by being taken, but by being trusted to let herself be held.

It was the kind of pleasure that changed things, that wrote itself into bone and memory. For the first time, she truly believed that rest could be earned—not by striving, but by surrender.

Eliza woke late, sunlight already warming the windowsills and painting gold bars across the cottage floor. For the first time all weekend, she felt no urgency—no guilt at lost hours, no compulsion to check her phone, no imaginary clock ticking down in her head. The quiet was gentle, inviting, alive with the scent of fresh coffee and rain-washed grass drifting through an open window.

She stretched beneath the duvet, body limber and unhurried, aches softened into memory. Her skin was marked by the night: faint impressions from Noah’s hands, the echo of the plug, bruises she wore like medals. Every mark was tender, a private reminder of what she’d dared to ask for—and had been given.

Noah sat at the table, reading, mug in hand. He looked up as she padded in, offering a smile that was all pride and quiet joy. “Sleep well?”

She nodded, wrapping herself in a throw, settling across from him. “Better than I can remember.”

They ate breakfast together—fruit, toast, honey—talking little, not needing to fill the air with words. The intimacy was different now: not a buzz of tension, but the soft afterglow of something true and shared. Eliza noticed her mind wandering, but not to lists or worries—just to the sound of birds in the hedge, the warmth of Noah’s foot brushing hers beneath the table.

When the meal was done, Noah slid the key across the table. It sat between them, small and ordinary, yet somehow transformed.

“This is yours again,” he said quietly. “You get to decide what you want now. I’ll follow your lead, if you want one. Or we can just… rest.”

Eliza picked up the key, turning it over in her palm. The responsibility was a weight, but not a burden—not today. She slipped it into her pocket, the gesture neither possessive nor apologetic. “Thank you. For holding it. For holding me.”

Noah smiled, reaching across to take her hand. “It was an honor. Truly. You let me see all of you, Liza. Not just the part that gets things done.”

She squeezed his hand, eyes stinging with tears she didn’t mind showing. “I think I needed to know I could let go. Even if it’s just for a weekend. I didn’t want to keep it forever. I just wanted to know it was possible.”

“Is it?” he asked, searching her face.

She smiled—soft, unguarded, finally at ease. “Yes. And now I know I can ask again, if I need to.”

He leaned over, kissed her gently, lips lingering just long enough to remind her of everything they’d shared.

They cleaned the kitchen together, moving quietly, side by side. Eliza caught herself humming, content. She didn’t rush, didn’t anticipate, didn’t reach for control she no longer feared to lose.

Before they packed to leave, she wrote a single line in her journal, a secret coda to her weekend:

It wasn’t the surrender that undid me.

It was being believed when I said I needed it.

As they drove away from the cottage, the sun breaking through the clouds, Eliza watched the fields roll by, heart full and quiet. She carried the key, and the memory, and the knowledge that her rest, her pleasure, her trust could be given—and taken back—without fear.

And when she reached for Noah’s hand at the next stoplight, it wasn’t to steady herself, or to guide him, but simply to hold on.


Story 54 — Seen and Taken

The city roared beneath Rowan, every sound sharp as broken glass: distant traffic, a bottle smashed in an alley, the throb of music leaking from a high window, laughter rising and falling on summer air. The rooftop was a slice of black tar and cracked brick, boxed in by the glow of sodium streetlamps and the flicker of digital billboards. It was midnight—maybe later. The kind of hour when boundaries blurred, when shame and danger tasted the same.

Rowan set the last coil of rope down and stretched, rolling tension from their neck and shoulders. The wind tugged at their t-shirt, cool against sweat-damp skin. The thrill was a living thing, tight in their gut, equal parts fear and longing. Down below, the city pulsed with other people’s lives—strangers, stories, no one who cared about one filthy, trembling body perched five stories up, naked beneath their jeans, already slick with need.

They checked the door to the stairs—locked, checked twice, the emergency key looped to their ankle for later. Timer padlock for the wrists, Bluetooth remote for the vibe, camera phone propped against the crumbling chimney. Everything staged. Everything planned. Every variable, every risk accounted for—except, always, the possibility that someone might really be watching.

That was the point.

Rowan kicked off their boots and peeled down their jeans, letting the heat of the city wash over bare thighs. Underneath: nothing but skin, pale and crosshatched with old rope marks, new bruises from a dare gone too far last weekend. They worked fast, nimble fingers flying—a practiced choreography of knots and locks, movements as familiar as breathing.

First, the ankles: rope looped around the vent pipe, cinched snug, forcing their legs apart, heels scraping the rough tar. Next, the wrists: hands cuffed behind the chimney stack, timer padlock blinking its slow, implacable countdown. Five minutes until release—if nothing went wrong. Just long enough to break, just long enough for risk to rip through them like glass.

They slid the vibe into place, nestling it against their aching cunt. The remote, paired to the phone, set to the merciless “edge” program—a jagged pattern, relentless, unpredictable. Rowan bit down on a gasp as the first pulse buzzed through them, hips bucking, every nerve set alight.

They looked up—sky smeared with light pollution, only one or two stars stubborn enough to pierce the orange haze. Every window in the buildings across the street was black or blinded. Still, the fantasy thrummed through them: a pair of eyes in the dark, a camera lens glinting, someone watching, someone knowing.

The smell up here was tar and summer rain, the faint burn of ozone, and beneath it, the thick, salty-sweet scent of their own sweat. Every sense was sharpened: the rough scratch of rope on skin, the cold steel cuffs biting bone, the hard edge of the chimney scraping their hip. The city’s chaos was a backdrop to their own—every sound, every gust of wind, a threat and a dare.

Rowan whispered filth into the wind, letting the words vanish into night:

Look at me. Come take me. Make me beg, make me pay for needing this so much. Fuck, please—

They flexed, testing the bonds, pleasure already bright and ugly. Their body was a live wire, every twitch a risk, every moan a confession. They thrust their hips, chasing the next jolt of the vibe, the timer’s slow blink the only mercy. They wanted to be seen, wanted to be ruined by a gaze they’d never meet, wanted the city to devour them and spit out the truth: that beneath all their bravado, all their practiced control, they were just a shaking animal desperate to be used.

They arched, wrists twisting, rope digging deep, cunt throbbing and leaking against the hard plastic of the toy. The city answered with sirens, horns, a burst of laughter that made their heart stutter and their hips jerk. The camera caught it all, red light blinking—proof, later, that they’d dared everything, that they’d surrendered to the rooftop’s hungry dark.

The edge was close already—pleasure shot through with danger, every beat of their heart an invitation to be caught. Rowan let themselves fall into it, surrendering to the rooftop, the city, the eyes that might never look.

Tonight, it was enough to risk being seen.

Tomorrow, maybe, they’d need more.

But tonight, bound and helpless under the city’s gaze, Rowan was alive in a way nothing safe or private could ever make them.

Rowan’s thighs burned, the rope cutting a raw heat into their skin, each twist another reminder: you asked for this, you made yourself prey. The city’s noise was a constant in their veins—sudden sirens spiking adrenaline, the pop and hiss of a late-night bus, shouts from somewhere three stories down, a cough of laughter from an open window. Every sound might be a witness. Every shadow might be a lens.

They let the filth tumble out, words meant for no one and everyone at once, voice ragged and soft against the wind. “Yeah, you want to see, don’t you? Look at me, fucking myself for you. Helpless, filthy, nothing but a hole on display. Bet you wish you were here, don’t you? Bet you’d come up and ruin me for good—”

The camera phone caught it all, red recording light blinking with each sharp gasp. The fantasy grew teeth—Rowan pictured anonymous eyes behind glass, strangers pressing closer to screens, hands sliding into pants as they watched. Their own exhibition, their own humiliating ritual, replayed a hundred times by unknown voyeurs. It made them wetter, meaner, their hips thrusting shamelessly into the vibe’s merciless program.

The city pressed in—wind tugging their shirt off one shoulder, sweat cooling fast in the open air. The taste of metal, tar, and anticipation filled their mouth. The edge came suddenly, a storm rising—cunt clenching, thighs shaking, rope and cuffs holding them wide and helpless for anyone who might see.

“Fuck—fuck, I’m gonna—don’t you fucking dare look away—”

The orgasm hit, wild and ugly, every muscle seizing as pleasure crashed through fear and fantasy. Their whole body bucked, legs trembling against the rope, wrists grinding raw against steel. The city’s noise faded into a ringing hush, broken only by their own gasping, whimpering cries. Slick poured out, soaking the vibe and their own thighs, the mess proof of surrender, of victory, of being witnessed—even if the audience was only in their own head.

A siren wailed in the distance as the climax peaked, lights flickering across the cloud base—Rowan arched into it, half-daring someone to burst through the door, half-praying no one ever would. For a breathless moment, all the risk was worth it: every bruise, every mark, every drop of slick in the hot, hungry night.

Then the aftershocks came—raw, trembling, every nerve jangled and spent. The fantasy thinned in the aftermath, shame swirling in with the pleasure. The city’s sounds snapped back to focus, louder than before. The wind felt colder now, the tar rougher under bare skin, the ropes tighter, more cruel. The camera kept rolling, the red light an unblinking eye that suddenly felt too real, too unforgiving.

Rowan sagged, panting, body limp and buzzing. They looked up, chest still heaving, half-wishing someone really had seen, half-grateful the only audience was the night. For a second, the thrill was enough to make them forget they were still tied, still helpless, still at the mercy of timer and code.

As the pleasure ebbed, Rowan became aware of a different kind of vulnerability—the mess on their thighs, the ache in their shoulders, the way the city kept moving, oblivious, uncaring. The fantasy of being seen had been everything; the reality of being alone was sharper, lonelier, a thin wire of dread through their gut.

The timer on the cuffs blinked, still counting down. The wind gusted, flipping a page of a discarded magazine, sending grit skittering across the rooftop. Rowan stared into the night, heart pounding with the comedown, and wondered, as always, what it would feel like if the watcher in their head ever turned out to be real.

In the hush, the rooftop was both stage and cell. The show was over—but the city might not be done with them yet.

Rowan’s head lolled back, sweat cooling on their brow, thighs still twitching from the aftershocks. The city below roared on—cars shifting gears, the rumble of a train, the echo of distant laughter. For a moment, they let themselves believe they’d gotten away with it again: the risk taken, the reward claimed, the evidence safely captured on a phone that could always be deleted.

But then—a click. The faint metallic clack of a door opening, somewhere behind them, impossibly close.

Rowan froze, a cold flood of adrenaline tearing through their veins. Rope bit deeper as their body tensed. They craned their neck, just enough to see the rooftop access door on the next building—close, but separated by a narrow alley. The neighbor’s block. Their block. A gap Rowan had always assumed would protect them, make the rooftop truly private, the perfect stage for a secret show.

But tonight, the stage was no longer theirs.

A shape emerged: femme, maybe early thirties, wrapped in an old gray cardigan and loose pajama bottoms, dark hair scraped up in a haphazard bun. Her face, pale and sharp-featured, was unreadable in the sodium light. She moved with the slow confidence of someone who knew exactly where she was, and why.

Rowan tried to shrink into the shadow of the chimney—impossible, bound as they were. The camera still blinked, the vibe sticky between their legs, thighs wide, wrists wrenched awkwardly behind the stack. Every muscle in their body screamed: run, vanish, disappear.

But there was no escape. The neighbor’s eyes—cool, impassive—found them at once. Not a flicker of surprise. Not a smirk, or a gawk, or a phone raised to record. She simply stopped, leaned against the low parapet, and fished a cigarette from her pocket. The lighter flared, a brief halo. She exhaled, long and slow, gaze never leaving Rowan.

Seconds stretched into centuries. Rowan’s breath came shallow, panic prickling over skin already goosepimpled with the comedown. Their usual armor—bravado, performance, snark—was useless here. Nothing to hide behind. Just a ruined, panting body tied up and dripping, exposed under the indifferent gaze of a stranger.

The neighbor took another drag. She didn’t taunt, didn’t look away, didn’t even seem to judge. Her attention was total, unwavering—unbothered by Rowan’s helplessness, but not turned on by it either.

For a sick moment, Rowan wished she would say something. Laugh. Scoff. Threaten. Even take a picture. Anything to let Rowan slide back into the old script—humiliated, but in control of the story.

But the neighbor only watched, cigarette tip glowing in the dark. Her quiet was the sharpest humiliation of all. Rowan’s pulse hammered. The ropes felt twice as tight, the slick on their thighs cold and shameful, every inch of skin blushing beneath the city’s stuttering light.

Finally, the neighbor lifted her chin—barely a motion. Rowan met her eyes, expecting mockery, scorn, maybe pity.

Instead, all they found was a strange, unblinking grace.

The silence was absolute. Rowan trembled, every muscle tight, the old fantasy in ruins.

They were no longer performing for shadows. They were truly, devastatingly seen.

The city’s noise faded to a murmur behind the throb of blood in Rowan’s ears. The neighbor’s gaze pinned them as surely as the ropes and cuffs did—cool, unhurried, neither cruel nor kind. For a moment, Rowan tried to breathe through it, to reclaim the old bravado, to remember the thrill of being on display for imagined eyes.

But this was not a script they controlled. The old story didn’t fit.

They twisted at the cuffs behind the chimney, the timer’s blinking light suddenly ominous. It was supposed to tick down—release with a cheerful click, five minutes and done, the perfect length for risk and rescue. But the digits flickered, then froze, then blanked out entirely. No sound. No give. The mechanism jammed cold and tight around their wrists, steel biting in with every tremor.

Rowan pulled harder. The ropes around their ankles dug deep, the chimney’s rough brick scraping their thigh. Every movement made the mess on their skin smear and cool. Panic rose, salt and acid in their throat.

The neighbor watched, exhaling smoke into the night. Not amused. Not interested. Just present, unblinking, bearing silent witness to every moment of Rowan’s unraveling.

Rowan’s voice broke the hush, small and sharp: “Fuck. Shit—come on—” They yanked again, desperation twisting their face. The cuffs didn’t budge. Their shoulders ached, wrists burning.

A hot rush of humiliation pulsed through them. This was supposed to be performance—their performance, their terms. Now it was real: helpless, used, messy, reduced to a trembling thing with no audience but a neighbor who refused to look away.

“Please…” Rowan muttered, more to themselves than to her. The word tasted strange—foreign, half-formed. Their bravado withered under the neighbor’s quiet, the steady drag and flick of her cigarette the only clock that mattered.

They tested the ropes, looking for slack, but their own knots—so tight, so practiced—held fast. Every struggle only made their thighs ache, skin pinching where sweat and slick dried against rope and tar.

Wind gusted, chilling the sweat on Rowan’s back. Their teeth chattered, not just from cold, but from the rawness of exposure, the emptiness of the rooftop, the way the city didn’t care and the only witness they’d ever truly had just stood there, waiting.

They looked up again, met the neighbor’s eyes. She didn’t look away. She simply waited, a silent sentinel in the dark.

Rowan’s panic spiked, then flattened into something worse—resignation. The timer wasn’t releasing. The ropes weren’t loosening. There was no one here but the neighbor and the night, no chance to vanish, to rewrite the ending.

They were stranded, ruined, stripped of every mask but need. For the first time, being seen wasn’t a thrill. It was a reckoning—one they couldn’t script, couldn’t end, couldn’t escape.

They sagged against the bonds, breath shuddering, as the neighbor’s gaze held them in place—offering no rescue, no reprieve, just the raw, unmovable truth:

They had nowhere to go but through.

The wind sliced over the rooftop, bringing the city’s stink and a fresh wave of shivers to Rowan’s sweat-cooled skin. Rope itched and burned along their thighs. Their wrists ached, numbness prickling in the tips of their fingers as they hung from the failed cuffs, legs still splayed, cunt sticky and cold. The vibe, mercifully silent, felt like an accusation now—evidence of their need, their mess, their surrender to a game that had stopped being fun.

The neighbor finished her cigarette, ground the stub beneath her shoe, and leaned into the parapet, arms folded. She never spoke. She never looked away. She just… waited.

Rowan squeezed their eyes shut, chest hitching with a sharp, ragged inhale. They wanted to scream. Wanted to vanish. Wanted to roll back the clock, erase every reckless dare that had brought them here. But the silence drew out, the city’s roar receding until all that was left was the sound of their own quick, humiliated breath.

Their throat burned. Shame rose, thick and choking. Finally—when they couldn’t bear it another second—Rowan choked out the only words left.

“Can you—” The phrase stuck, too small, too broken. They swallowed, voice shaking. “Please. Can you help me? I… I’m stuck. My timer’s broken. I can’t get out.”

The neighbor straightened, as if she’d only been waiting for the words. She didn’t smirk. Didn’t mock. Didn’t make a show of approaching. She climbed over the low barrier between the buildings, feet silent on the gritty tar, her movements deliberate and unhurried. There was no cruelty, no rush—only the steady inevitability of someone who knew how to handle a wreck without fuss.

Rowan stared at the roof, blinking hard against the sting of tears. Every second of silence was another cut—exposure laid bare, story ripped away, their need reduced to something raw and human. They heard the woman’s steps approach. Her breath, faint and steady. The scuff of her shoes beside the chimney.

“You good if I touch you?” The neighbor’s voice was low, neutral.

Rowan managed a nod, voice failing. “Yes. Please.”

The neighbor crouched, inspecting the cuffs, then the rope. Her fingers were warm, competent. She checked the knots, then the timer. “It’s jammed. Battery’s dead?”

Rowan could only nod again, too wrecked for words.

“Okay. I’ll get you out. Stay still.”

She produced a pocketknife, flicked it open, and began to work at the rope around Rowan’s ankles. Each tug, each snick of blade, was excruciating—not because of pain, but because of what it meant: Rowan, the exhibitionist, being undone not as a spectacle, not as a performance, but as a ruined, needy body that had to ask.

The rope fell away, leaving burning grooves in skin. The neighbor moved to the cuffs, knife at the ready. “This’ll take a sec. You breathing okay?”

Rowan nodded, a sob catching in their throat. “Yeah. Thank you.”

“Don’t thank me yet. You’ll owe yourself water and rest. Maybe less rooftop drama next time.”

Rowan almost laughed—almost. Instead, they went limp, helpless, letting the neighbor work. Every slice of rope, every jostle of the cuffs, was a lesson in humility—an admission that being watched was not the same as being cared for, that risk was easy when it ended on your terms, and ruin was something else entirely when witnessed by someone who refused to play along.

Finally, the cuffs clicked open. Rowan’s arms dropped to their sides, tingling, too weak to move. For a moment, they sat there, trembling, unable to even cover themselves.

The neighbor stood, offered a hand. “Come on. Let’s get you covered.”

Rowan took it, dazed, as the neighbor helped them to their feet, her touch steady but never tender. Humiliation burned in every inch of Rowan’s skin, but beneath it—somewhere deep—a flicker of relief. They had been seen, and the world had not ended.

But they would never forget the cost of asking.

Rowan staggered, feet unsteady on the rough tar, every muscle shaky and useless. The night air, hot moments ago, now prickled cold against their wet skin. They tried to pull away, to gather their jeans, to wrap back up in performance, but the neighbor was already moving—deliberate, unfazed, not giving Rowan the smallest opening to escape.

“Sit,” she said, pointing at a patch of roof by the parapet. Her voice was low, firm, and utterly unimpressed by Rowan’s shame.

Rowan sank down, arms cradling their knees, shivering in the still-warm dark. The neighbor crouched beside them, unzipped her oversized coat, and draped it over Rowan’s shoulders. It was thick and smelled of cigarettes and cheap laundry soap, a comfort so jarring Rowan almost flinched from it.

A bottle of water appeared in front of their face. “Drink. You’re pale as fuck.”

Rowan obeyed, hands trembling so hard they sloshed the first mouthful down their chest. The neighbor didn’t react, just waited, steady as a tide. She knelt in front of Rowan, meeting their eyes, gaze soft but unreadable.

“Let me check your wrists.”

Before Rowan could object, the neighbor gently took their arms, turning them over to inspect the red, swelling marks the cuffs had left. Her hands were warm, her grip steady, moving with the matter-of-fact care of someone who’s done this before. She pressed Rowan’s palm open, massaged the circulation back into numb fingers, and, when Rowan hissed at a deep bruise, she only nodded.

“You’ll bruise, but it’ll pass. Any pins and needles?”

“Some,” Rowan mumbled, voice gone small.

“Keep moving your fingers. Let me see your ankles.”

The same routine—gentle, precise, unsparing. The neighbor’s hands worked quickly, not erotic, not even gentle in the comforting sense, but determined to make sure nothing was left unseen. She took a pack of tissues from her pocket and, with a few quick passes, wiped the worst of Rowan’s slick and sweat from their thighs. There was no commentary, no smirk, not even a glance away. Just cleaning, as if Rowan were a half-feral cat dragged in from the rain.

Every moment of it was excruciating—because it was not punishment, not spectacle, but a kind of basic human care Rowan had no idea how to accept.

When the cleanup was done, the neighbor sat back on her heels, studying Rowan with a mixture of exasperation and respect. “You okay to get inside on your own?”

Rowan nodded, throat tight, tears threatening to rise. They wanted to thank her. They wanted to run. They wanted to disappear, crawl out of their skin, and never feel so seen again.

“Go slow. Don’t shower too hot. Drink the rest of that water. If you feel dizzy, sit the fuck down.”

The neighbor paused, then added, almost gently, “Next time you want to be seen, try not to almost kill yourself doing it, yeah?”

Rowan managed a half-laugh, half-sob. “Yeah.”

The neighbor rose, picking up the bits of rope and cuffs with practiced efficiency, tucking them into Rowan’s scattered bag. “Your stuff.”

Rowan took it, still shaking, clutching the coat around them like armor. Their entire body felt raw, exposed, ruined and cared for in ways they had never let themselves imagine. The neighbor hovered a moment longer, then turned to go, pausing only to flick another cigarette from her pocket and light it with a flick of her thumb.

She didn’t look back as she left Rowan alone on the rooftop, the city’s night folding in around them—colder, quieter, more honest than it had ever been.

Rowan sat, shrouded in the neighbor’s coat, shaking from the inside out. The aftercare was the worst humiliation: to be tended, not taunted; rescued, not reduced to a punchline; to have their ruin treated as a matter of course, not a spectacle.

And somewhere beneath the shame, something softer stirred: a tiny, unsteady pulse of safety.

Not because they had been watched.

Because, for the first time, someone had seen them and not walked away.

The neighbor’s coat was too big, swallowing Rowan’s sharp frame, still warm from another body’s heat. The weight of it—its ordinary softness—felt stranger than rope or cuffs, clinging to their skin like a confession. Rowan shuffled down the fire escape, each step a careful test of shaky legs, their own bag slung over one shoulder, every nerve thrumming with the residue of adrenaline, shame, and something achingly close to gratitude.

Inside, the apartment was a silent box of pale light and dust. Rowan set the bag on the bed, dropped the coat in a heap, and stood for a long time by the door, not quite able to move, not quite able to sit. The city outside was distant now, the sounds of traffic and voices muted by heavy glass.

They stripped off the last of their clothes, moving gingerly, each bruise and mark flaring in the mirror—red rope grooves at the thighs, bruised wrists, ankles swollen where the rope had bitten deep. Their thighs were still tacky, the memory of need and release clinging to every inch.

Rowan met their own gaze in the bathroom mirror, eyes wide and rimmed in red. There was no audience here—no camera, no neighbor, no city below. Just the battered, androgynous body of a person who had chased risk until it snapped back, who had wanted to be seen and had ended up found.

They washed—slow, careful, the water just warm enough to soothe the sting. Every touch was gentle, a kind of self-forgiveness they didn’t quite believe they deserved. When they dried off, they examined the marks again, cataloging each bruise and scrape like a relic from some half-remembered battle.

In the quiet, the humiliation shifted, settling into something deeper. It wasn’t just the exposure—the neighbor’s impassive gaze, the forced plea, the rescue. It was the care that had gutted them: the clinical, no-nonsense aftercare, the way hands had touched and cleaned and checked, not as a reward or punishment, but as a baseline—something every body deserved.

Rowan sat at the edge of the bed and opened their journal, the one usually full of sharp, clever entries: lists of dares, dreams, secrets meant to titillate or shock. Tonight, the words came slower, shakier. They wrote not for an audience, not for a future thrill, but as a confession:

I thought being seen was the hardest thing.

It’s not.

It’s being helped. It’s being held.

It’s having someone take care of you, not because you’re hot or a mess or brave, but because you’re a person.

Tonight I was not a spectacle. I was a body in trouble. I was… real.

I hated it.

And I think, maybe, I needed it.

The shame lingered, but beneath it, something else began to pulse—a possibility that maybe, next time, exposure could be more than a one-way gaze.

Rowan crawled into bed, knees curled to chest, the city’s lights flickering across the ceiling. They pressed a hand to their bruised thigh, tracing the memory of rope, and breathed slow, letting the ache settle and the softness remain.

For once, there was no performance. No fantasy. Just wreckage—and a strange, fragile grace, the knowledge that being truly seen was only the beginning, and that sometimes survival meant letting someone stay.


Story 55 — Scripted

Mika saw the package on her doormat before she’d even shut the front door. Sleek white box, no label, the corners so sharp it looked like it had been cut from a larger, more expensive world. She felt the first brush of nerves—always nerves, a tension that tasted metallic, right at the hinge of her jaw. She closed the door behind her, turned the deadbolt, and stood there in her immaculate hallway, watching the box as if it might move.

It didn’t. But it might as well have. It was already moving things inside her.

She toed off her shoes and carried the package to her kitchen island, everything in the flat silent and gleaming under soft, precise lights. Mika’s home was her fortress: smooth counters, pale wood, nothing out of place. It had taken years to build a life where she could decide what happened, what came next. But tonight, she’d chosen to let someone else decide, and the power of that choice left her trembling.

She opened the package with careful, steady fingers. Inside:

A slim stack of thick paper, Jamie’s looping script—her name at the top in ink she recognized, written with a fountain pen she’d given them for their last birthday.

A silk scarf, midnight blue, cool and almost liquid to the touch.

A narrow, vibrating plug—charged, light blinking green.

Cuffs, pale leather, buckles shining.

A tiny Bluetooth speaker, labeled with a post-it: “Place in living room, near the window.”

A note, handwritten on the back of a train ticket:

“Mika, I know you. I know how much you want to resist—how you’ll look for ways to make this easier, or more dramatic, or more yours. Tonight, you follow my script. No improvising. If you want what you say you want, you’ll let me prove how well I know you. J.”

The words hit harder than the hardware. Mika folded the note twice, pressing it flat with her thumb, then moved through the flat, setting out each object as instructed. She tied back her hair—bun tight, fingers trembling—and unbuttoned her blouse, breath catching when she saw her own flush in the hall mirror.

The first page of the script was simple, clinical:

Tonight’s Rules:

— Dinner at 7:15. No phone.

— Shower, then put on the shirt I chose (white, cotton, from the drawer by the bed).

— Lay out the scarf, cuffs, and plug on the coffee table.

— Place the speaker by the window, turn on the camera in your phone, join the call.

— When you’re ready, kneel by the sofa, hands in your lap. Wait for my instructions.

Do not anticipate. Do not rush. Every delay or deviation will be noted.

She read it twice, heart thudding, and felt her mind split—one part a clinical observer, reading for loopholes, the other a raw nerve, aching for relief and terrified of how much she wanted to obey.

She cooked, following Jamie’s old, spare instructions: boil pasta, toss with olive oil, eat slowly, no distractions. Every forkful felt staged, a performance for an invisible eye. The taste was nothing, her own anxiety louder than flavor.

She showered, the water scalding, scrubbing herself until her skin shone. When she slipped into the white shirt, the fabric was crisp and unfamiliar, sleeves too long. She moved barefoot around the flat, laying out the plug, the scarf, the cuffs, glancing at the clock every other minute.

The speaker glowed blue, paired and ready. Mika set her phone against a book, camera angled to show her living room’s clean lines—her own private stage, made unfamiliar by Jamie’s remote gaze.

She knelt by the sofa, as instructed, hands in her lap, every sense crackling with anticipation and dread. The scarf, cuffs, and plug were arrayed before her, each a promise she was not allowed to touch until told. The air in the flat tasted different—electric, charged with possibility and fear. The soft hum of the fridge, the click of pipes, the faint scent of ink and leather and nerves: all of it layered, waiting to be named, described, used.

The clock ticked past eight. The script was clear—she was not to call, not to text, not to shift or fidget. She must simply wait.

Jamie’s voice came at last, soft and amplified through the speaker, vibrating in her chest.

“Very good, Mika. I see you’re ready. Don’t look for shortcuts. Don’t move until I say. If you do, I’ll know. I’ve always known. This is my story, and your only job tonight is to live it, one page at a time.”

The words settled over her, heavy and cold and perfect. Mika let her eyes fall closed, feeling her control slip by degrees, surrender measured out in seconds and shivers.

She was being read, and there was nowhere left to hide.

Mika knelt, legs folded neatly beneath her, the soft white shirt pooling around her hips. The scarf, cuffs, and plug sat in a line before her on the coffee table—a private altar to her undoing, every object waiting for permission. The apartment’s silence pressed in. Mika’s breath was sharp, shallow, every muscle thrumming. She felt the ache of anticipation low in her belly, the air between her thighs hot and humid, but she didn’t dare shift her weight, not even an inch.

Jamie’s voice hummed through the little speaker, warm and close, as if they stood just behind her, lips at her ear:

“Are you thinking about how you look, Mika? About how patient you seem, how good you want to be? I know you’re wondering how long you can kneel before your legs start to cramp. You want to move, to touch something, to take charge. But tonight, you don’t get to fix anything. Tonight, you wait.”

Mika’s heart stuttered, panic rising. Jamie couldn’t see her—only the phone camera, pointed at the room, her body barely a suggestion of shape and shadow. But Jamie’s words threaded through her thoughts with the precision of a scalpel, slicing into every secret she thought she could keep.

Jamie let the silence stretch, the faintest hint of music—her favorite old piano playlist—threading in from the speaker, as if they were scoring the scene with her own history. “I know your hands are cold, but you won’t warm them. You’ll feel the ache and do nothing. Because you need to prove that you can. That you want this.”

A whimper escaped Mika’s throat before she could catch it. It felt like exposure: not the thrill of being watched, but the shivering terror of being read. Every part of her mapped, every urge anticipated.

Jamie’s voice softened, intimate. “Pick up the scarf. Tie it over your eyes, tight. Don’t hesitate—I know you already rehearsed the knot.”

Mika fumbled for the silk, blindfolding herself, the dark a velvet shock. Without sight, her world shrank to sensation: the wool rug rough under her knees, her breath clouding the inside of the scarf, the quick thump of her heart, loud as a drum in her chest.

“Now the cuffs, wrists in front. You’ve buckled them on yourself before. Do it slowly. Don’t think about what comes next.”

Her hands shook, the cold leather closing around each wrist, the click of the buckles louder than it should have been. As the second cuff fastened, Mika felt her body tip further into helplessness—a sweet, sick heat rising up her neck.

“Good,” Jamie murmured. “Don’t move. I know you want to ask how long you’ll stay like this. I know you’re already counting your heartbeats, wondering if I’ll make you wait past the moment it stops feeling sexy and starts to feel like need. You’re so easy to read, Mika. You always have been.”

Mika’s breath caught. Jamie was right: she was counting, not seconds but the little signs her composure was slipping. She tried to focus on her own resistance, her own dignity, but every time Jamie spoke, it felt as if the script ran inside her bones.

“You’re wondering if I’m watching you, if I can see the way your toes curl or the way your thighs press together. You want to move. You want to ask for more. But you’re afraid you’ll disappoint me if you do it wrong.”

Mika whimpered again, stifling it too late. The shame was sharp, dizzying.

“Now, the plug. You’ll lube it, slowly, without rushing. I know you like the cold shock when it presses in. Do it now, on camera. Don’t break the silence.”

With trembling fingers, Mika reached for the toy, the bottle of lube cold and slick. She coated the plug, fumbling in her blindness, breath ragged as she shifted onto her haunches, knees wide. The first press of silicone was cold and electric, her cunt clenching at the intrusion. She pressed it home, breath held, the fullness a brand of surrender—every move visible to the waiting camera, and more than that, already written in Jamie’s mind.

When she finished, the plug settled deep, her whole body trembled with humiliation and release.

Jamie’s voice, low and merciless:

“You’re wet already, aren’t you? You want me to make you wait, to push you until you break, just so you don’t have to pretend you’re in control. You’re so predictable, Mika. And I love you for it.”

Tears leaked under the scarf, hot and aching. The words—so simple, so exact—undid her in a way no hands or toys ever could.

“Stay like that. Breathe for me. Every thought you have, I’ve already written down. Tonight, your only freedom is surrender.”

Mika knelt, plugged and cuffed and blindfolded, held still by nothing but a voice and a script that seemed to know her more intimately than she knew herself. The urge to resist faded. All that was left was obedience, and the terrible, beautiful relief of being completely, utterly known.

Time dissolved into sensation. Mika knelt on the rug, blindfold tight, cuffs heavy on her wrists, plug stretching her open. She focused on the throb of her own pulse, the ache in her knees, the heat blooming low in her belly. She wanted to move, to shift, to ease the pressure—anything to prove she was still in her own body, not just a character caught in Jamie’s script.

But Jamie’s voice, calm and unhurried, held her fast:

“Don’t fidget, Mika. I know your calves are burning. I know your throat’s dry, but you’re afraid to swallow too loudly. I know you want to press your thighs together, to rock against the plug for relief. You can’t. You won’t.”

Each word was a nail, pinning her in place. Mika bit her lip, fighting the urge to whimper. The random vibration program Jamie had set buzzed to life—at first a low hum, then a sudden, mean pulse that made her jerk and gasp. Her body rebelled, shuddering in its bonds, sweat pooling at the small of her back. She fought the urge to cry out, to move, to chase the pleasure building deep and slow.

“You’re doing well,” Jamie murmured, the voice in the room and in her head. “I know you’re counting your breaths. I know you want to time the vibrations, to guess the next surge. But you can’t. You have to sit in the uncertainty. Let the ache build. Let yourself be known.”

The music—still her favorite piano—played soft in the background, a counterpoint to the relentless control. Mika’s mind raced. Was she doing it right? Was she being too obvious? Should she hold even more still, or let herself shake? Every question was a trap, a sign she still wanted to control the scene, to keep a piece of herself hidden.

The plug ramped up, a vicious jolt that made her moan before she could stop herself. The shame cut deep, flooding her face with heat beneath the scarf. Her fingers curled into fists, nails digging crescent moons into her palms.

Jamie’s voice, gentler now, but no less exact:

“I can hear you. Don’t hide your sounds. Don’t chase silence. Every part of you is allowed, even the ones you wish I wouldn’t see. That’s why you’re here. That’s why I keep you still.”

The command was worse than any restraint. Mika’s need climbed, the anticipation turning sharp. Sweat dripped between her shoulder blades. The urge to beg for relief—just a shift of hips, just a squeeze—gnawed at her, until her body trembled in the effort not to move.

Ten minutes stretched to an hour, or so it seemed. The only measure of time was the growing desperation in her muscles and the unyielding script of Jamie’s voice. The speaker clicked, then silence. Only the music, and her own harsh, ragged breathing.

She wanted to scream, to plead, to do anything just for the shock of agency. But the only thing left to her was surrender—to the ache, to the waiting, to the knowledge that everything she felt was being anticipated, recorded, held.

In the darkness behind the scarf, Mika let the tears flow, relief and humiliation entwined. Her body was not her own tonight. It belonged to the script, to the one who watched and named and claimed every second of her struggle.

Jamie returned, voice lower, closer, almost loving:

“Still with me, Mika? Good. I can feel you coming undone. That’s all I wanted. That’s all you ever needed.”

Mika shuddered, held on the edge—motionless, desperate, and completely, terrifyingly known.

A sudden noise shattered the hush—sharp and real, not from Jamie’s speaker. Mika’s head jerked up under the scarf. Her phone, the one streaming her ordeal to Jamie, began to vibrate with an incoming call. At the same moment, somewhere outside—close, too close—came the rattle of metal against concrete. Maybe the neighbor with their bin, maybe a stranger on the street, maybe… her heart slammed against her ribs, wild and urgent.

The script hadn’t said anything about interruptions. Mika’s mind spun:

Should she pause the scene? Answer the phone? Hide? Call out to Jamie for guidance, or improvise, or just—move?

Her hands twitched in their cuffs, knees burning, the plug’s vibration a cruel counterpoint to her spiraling thoughts. The urge to rip off the blindfold, to crawl for safety, was almost overwhelming.

Then Jamie’s voice filled the flat, as steady as ever, threaded with the faintest smile:

“Don’t pause. Don’t answer. This is part of it. I told you, Mika—I knew you’d want to run. I knew something would scare you, something you’d want to handle yourself. Stay exactly where you are.”

The words struck like a commandment. The phone continued to buzz against the floor, its digital urgency insistent and real. The noise outside faded, but Mika’s panic didn’t. Her whole body shook—not with arousal now, but with a terrible, obedient anticipation.

Jamie’s voice gentled, not letting her go:

“You’re thinking of breaking the scene. You’re scared you’ll miss something important, or look foolish, or make a mistake. But I wrote this into your script. I know you too well to let you go that easily. Stay with the feeling, Mika. Let yourself be afraid, and let me hold you through it.”

Tears pooled again under the blindfold, hot and sharp. Mika’s panic transformed—still painful, still alive in every muscle, but now part of the ritual, a note Jamie had predicted and circled in advance.

The vibration in the plug surged, random and merciless. Mika whimpered, the sound naked, almost feral. She wanted to protest, to beg, but every instinct to escape was quietly absorbed, made sacred by Jamie’s total knowing.

The phone fell silent at last. The flat returned to its hush—the piano music, Jamie’s breath in her ear, her own ragged sobs. The outside world was held at bay, not by locks or walls, but by the gravity of being known so deeply she couldn’t break free, even when she longed to.

Jamie whispered:

“You’re doing perfectly. The world can wait. The only thing that matters is that you don’t hide from me—not even now. Especially not now.”

Mika surrendered, panic curdling into a dark, hot ache. The rules had never protected her from chaos—only from the terror of facing it alone.

She knelt, sweating and shuddering, cuffed and plugged and blindfolded, and knew, with a despairing, grateful certainty, that Jamie had planned for every improvisation, every escape. There was nowhere she could go that wasn’t already written for her.

All that was left was obedience, and the exquisite, unbearable relief of being held—even in her fear.

Mika’s world had narrowed to Jamie’s voice, the throb of the plug, and the hard knot of anticipation in her belly. Every instinct to run or resist had collapsed into trembling need—her mind emptied, her body one raw, desperate ache. The panic from the interruption still lived in her limbs, but now it fueled something deeper: surrender so absolute it felt almost holy.

Jamie’s voice returned, impossibly gentle and unyielding:

“You want to come now, don’t you? You’re embarrassed by how badly you want it. You think if you ask, I’ll make you wait longer. You’re right.”

A sob slipped from Mika’s lips, unbidden.

“I know you’re close. I know you’re trying to hold still, to earn it. But tonight you don’t get to earn. You get to follow. Breathe for me.”

Mika’s breaths came shallow, hot behind the scarf, every muscle clenched in anticipation. The plug’s rhythm—random, cruel—shifted to a steady, brutal vibration. Mika gasped, thighs quaking, the shame of her own slickness pooling beneath her, the cuffs biting into sweat-slick wrists.

“Don’t move. Don’t beg. You’ll come when I say, and not before.”

Mika bit down hard, teeth digging into her lower lip. The urge to move, to grind, to chase the climax building in her core was almost unbearable. But Jamie’s control was everywhere—voice, script, the knowledge of every weakness.

Jamie spoke again, their tone softer, as if Mika’s thoughts had been transcribed:

“You’re remembering the first time you let me hold you like this. How scared you were, how much you wanted to please me. You’re ashamed that it’s easier, now, to let yourself go. That you want to be broken down to nothing, to have even your pleasure scripted out. I know, Mika. I know every secret you can’t say out loud.”

The words undid her. The need in her belly curled tighter, tears spilling down her cheeks, breath stuttering with every sob.

Jamie counted, voice sinking into her bones:

“Three… two… one. Now, Mika.”

The command hit like a shockwave. Mika’s body broke—orgasm flooding her in hard, unrelenting waves, her hips rocking helplessly against the plug, cuffs clinking, the scarf wet with tears and sweat. She cried out, the sound as raw as a wound, as true as any confession.

The pleasure was annihilating, almost too much—Jamie’s countdown, the certainty of being seen, every moment anticipated before she could live it. Her body spasmed, her mind went white-hot, pleasure and humiliation and gratitude tangled into something that left her sobbing, gasping, collapsing forward.

Jamie didn’t rush her through the aftershocks. Their voice was gentle, almost tender.

“Good girl. Let it all out. You did exactly as I knew you would. I’m here. I’m still here.”

Mika wept, the relief so vast it was almost pain. She had never felt so helpless, so known, so utterly unhidden. The orgasm was not a gift or a reward, but a proof: Jamie had mapped her, held her, ruined her by reading her truer than she’d ever dared.

As the tremors faded, Mika slumped, blindfold slipping, tears cooling on her cheeks. The script had carried her through fear, anticipation, surrender, and now release—each step more precisely predicted than the last.

There was nothing left to hide. She was entirely, perfectly written.

The room was quiet except for Mika’s ragged breaths, the soft static of the speaker, and the faint, familiar ache running through her every muscle. She lay where she’d collapsed, blindfold askew, cuffs still buckled, thighs trembling with the aftershocks of a release so total she could barely move.

Jamie’s voice—steady, present, and so gentle it hurt—guided her back from the edge:

“Breathe for me. You’re safe. Let the tears come if they need to. You’re not lost. I’m here.”

Mika let herself sob, the sound smaller and softer now, no longer sharp with shame but blurry with relief. Each inhale was easier. Each exhale let go of a little more tension, a little more fear.

“Good,” Jamie murmured, their voice a tether. “Now listen: I want you to unwrap the scarf, slowly. Place it in your lap. Don’t rush.”

Mika’s hands shook as she worked the knot loose. The silk slid from her face, the sudden brightness of the room almost dizzying. She blinked at the light, the warmth, the safety of her own space. She stared at the scarf—creased, damp with tears—and felt oddly proud of every mark.

“Unbuckle the cuffs. Don’t drop them. Set them on the table.”

She obeyed, fingers fumbling but determined. Her wrists tingled where the leather had pressed, deep red lines as proof of how far she’d let herself go.

“Now, the plug. Go slow. When you’re done, I want you to bring a blanket to the sofa, make tea, and wrap yourself up. You’re not to check your phone. You’re not to clean anything yet. Just let your body come down. That’s all you have to do.”

There was no negotiation. No moment to decide for herself. The aftercare was a script, as strict and loving as the control had been. Mika wiped her face, removed the plug carefully, cleaned herself with tissues from the box by the couch. Her legs still trembled, but the pain had faded into a sweet, deep ache.

She padded to the kitchen, put the kettle on, and wrapped herself in the thickest throw she owned, following Jamie’s orders step by step. Each act—familiar, simple—felt like a commandment: you are cared for, even when you don’t know how to care for yourself.

With tea cradled in her hands, Mika curled on the sofa, the blanket tight around her shoulders. Her breathing slowed. Her thoughts, no longer running ahead to anticipate, finally softened into stillness.

Jamie’s voice, now just a whisper, drifted from the speaker:

“Let yourself be held, Mika. You did perfectly. You don’t have to do anything else tonight. I’ve got you.”

The room was quiet but for her own slow heartbeat and the faint click of the cooling kettle. Mika let her head fall back, letting the comfort wash over her, letting herself be carried not by her own will but by the certainty of being seen, known, and loved—even in her most helpless state.

The comfort was so complete it was almost unbearable. It left her softer than any pain, more open than any climax. There was no script left to follow—except the one Jamie had written in her, bone-deep and undeniable.

Mika drifted, blanketed and safe, held by a voice and a ritual she had never dared imagine for herself. For the first time, aftercare felt as much like surrender as everything that had come before.

The tea cooled in Mika’s hands as she sat curled on the sofa, blanket tight, every muscle slack in the gentle aftermath. For long minutes she didn’t think, didn’t move—just let the memory of Jamie’s voice wind through her, a pulse in her chest, the echo of every order she’d followed, every moment she’d been read.

She might have drifted, lost in the hush, when her phone vibrated once, then again—a new message from Jamie.

“Open the envelope in your desk drawer.”

Mika blinked, suddenly awake. She’d noticed the envelope hours earlier—her own name written in Jamie’s unmistakable hand—but she’d left it, assuming it was just a small aftercare note, a coda for the night.

Now she opened it with trembling fingers, careful not to spill her tea. Inside: a single page, covered in Jamie’s looping script.

Aftercare Instructions (You Will Do This):

— You will make tea (you have already done so).

— You will sit on your sofa, wrapped in your favorite blanket.

— You will reach for your journal, and you will write:

“I am still here. I am safe. I am known.”

— You will write about the moment tonight when you most wanted to rebel.

— You will not delete or edit anything you write.

— When you are finished, you will wash your face, brush your teeth, and go to bed by 11:30.

— You will wake tomorrow feeling changed, raw, and deeply loved.

— You will read this page again, and you will remember that your needs were seen before you could even name them.

Mika pressed her hand to her mouth, the page shaking. She could feel Jamie’s knowledge in every line—the unerring, excruciating intimacy of someone who had mapped her every reflex, every flight response, every urge to please or run or rewrite the story after the fact.

It was not just that Jamie had predicted her actions. It was that Jamie had written her aftermath, her healing, her next breath. Mika was held not only in the moment of surrender, but in the hours and days after—the echo of their care stretching beyond climax, beyond even the closing of the scene.

The comfort was enormous, almost overwhelming. But so was the ache: to be this thoroughly known, this deeply anticipated, was its own kind of bondage—a trust so complete it was indistinguishable from being owned.

She set the letter beside her tea, reached for her journal, and wrote the words as instructed:

I am still here. I am safe. I am known.

She let the pen move, slow and shaky, describing the moment her panic had peaked, the desperate urge to break the script, the fear that she would disappoint, the relief when Jamie had named even that as part of the plan.

She did not edit. She did not hide. She wrote herself bare, knowing she was still, always, being read.

By the time she closed the journal, Mika’s cheeks were wet again—tears she didn’t bother to wipe away. She moved through the last of Jamie’s instructions: washed her face, brushed her teeth, slipped into bed before the clock could strike half past eleven.

The lights in her flat glowed softly, the world outside stilled. For the first time, Mika let herself be small, and soft, and scripted—held in a love that left her nowhere to hide.

Mika lay awake longer than she meant to.

The flat was dark now, the kind of darkness she usually welcomed—controlled, predictable, hers. Tonight it felt different. Not hostile. Just… witnessed. As if the walls remembered her kneeling, her shaking, the way her body had answered a voice before she’d even formed the thought.

She turned onto her side, blanket tucked tight, the pillow cool beneath her cheek. Her phone sat face down on the bedside table. Silent. Obedient. For the first time, she didn’t reach for it. Didn’t check. Didn’t anticipate the next instruction.

That, she realised, was the difference.

The script was over. And still, she stayed.

Her body hummed with a deep, residual ache—not sexual now, but intimate, bone-deep. The kind that comes after being cracked open and put back together differently. She pressed her thighs together, not to chase sensation, but to ground herself in the fact of her own presence.

I am still here.

She breathed the words without writing them.

Images drifted through her mind: the moment Jamie had named her panic before she’d let herself feel it; the way the countdown had folded her in on herself; the aftercare instructions written before she’d needed them. It should have terrified her. In some ways, it did. Being known like that meant giving up the illusion of privacy, of mystery, of control over her own narrative.

But the truth—quiet, undeniable—was that she felt safer than she had in years.

Not because Jamie controlled her.

Because Jamie stayed.

Mika rolled onto her back and stared at the ceiling, letting that settle. She had always believed freedom meant unpredictability, the ability to surprise even herself. Tonight had taught her something sharper, more unsettling: that her deepest surrender wasn’t to chaos, but to recognition. To being read and still chosen. To letting someone see the patterns she pretended didn’t exist—and loving her anyway.

Her phone vibrated once.

She didn’t flinch.

She picked it up calmly and read the final message Jamie had sent, timestamped minutes earlier, already waiting when she’d finished her journal.

“You don’t owe me obedience when the script ends.

You stay because you want to.

That’s the part I can’t predict—and the part that matters most.”

Mika exhaled, a slow, steady breath that felt like stepping into herself rather than away.

She typed back, hands steady.

“I’m still here.”

No flourish. No performance. No need to be clever.

She set the phone down and closed her eyes.

Sleep came softly, without command or countdown. Not as collapse, but as consent renewed—her choice to remain open, known, and unhidden.

The script had ended.

What remained was something quieter.

Something real.

And for the first time, that was enough.


Story 56 — Close Enough to Break

Jess had spent hours arranging her bedroom—every candle positioned to cast flattering light, every pillow plumped, every piece of rope or leather or silicone toy cleaned and set just so. She’d changed the sheets twice. She’d checked her face a dozen times in the mirror, fussing at the stubborn curl above her temple, the faint purple bruise on her hip, the bite marks she’d given herself the week before, desperate for sensation she could barely remember.

The room was perfect. Her skin, her breath, her heart—nothing was.

She waited, perched on the edge of the bed in a fitted black dress that felt more armor than invitation, bare legs crossed at the ankle, hands gripping the comforter so tight her knuckles blanched. The silence was thick, broken only by her own anxious pulse and the occasional hiss of a candle. The air smelled of lavender and paraffin and sweat she couldn’t quite scrub from her palms.

The clock ticked past seven, then ten minutes after, then quarter past. Every moment that passed sharpened Jess’s nerves, the old fears rising like ghosts: Too much. Too eager. Too complicated to touch. What if they don’t want me in person? What if the past doesn’t stay digital? What if I break the scene again?

A soft knock broke her spiral. Three short taps, then a long, deliberate pause. Max’s knock—she’d recognize it anywhere, even after a year apart. Her breath caught. Her heart felt like a fist inside her chest.

She stood, legs unsteady, and opened the door. Max stood there, broad-shouldered and imposing even in simple jeans and a denim shirt. Their hair was shorter than Jess remembered, streaked with grey at the temples. Their eyes—clear, brown, deeply kind—raked over Jess with a hunger and relief that nearly undid her.

“Hey,” Max said, voice as warm and low as a blanket fresh from the dryer.

Jess tried to speak, failed, then managed a trembling, “Hi.”

Max set their bag on the floor and waited, hands loose at their sides, letting Jess take the lead. It was a silent offer—no rush, no script, just a quiet presence in the open doorway.

Jess forced herself to step forward, her arms wrapping around Max’s waist. The contact was hesitant, shaky, but real—her cheek pressed to their chest, the thump of Max’s heart under her ear. For a long moment neither moved. Jess breathed in the scent of their skin—cologne, clean sweat, the faint trace of wintergreen from Max’s beard oil. Everything in her wanted to burrow deeper, but she held back, tension shivering through her like a warning.

Max’s arms closed around her, slow and careful. “It’s okay,” they murmured into Jess’s hair. “We can go as slow as you want.”

Jess nodded, fingers twisting in the hem of Max’s shirt. “I want—” Her throat closed. She swallowed hard. “I want to be here. I want to feel you. But—”

Max leaned back, looking down into her face, their expression gentle but unyielding. “No pretending tonight. No scenes unless you want them. We’re here. That’s all that matters.”

Jess smiled—a wobbly, broken thing—but didn’t look away. “I want you,” she said, voice cracking, “but I’m scared. I don’t know how to do this right anymore.”

Max reached up, thumb tracing Jess’s jaw, feather-light. “You don’t have to do it right. You just have to be real.”

Jess’s laugh was half a sob, half a release. The armor of her dress felt suddenly tight, constricting. She pulled away just enough to lead Max into the bedroom. The candles flickered, their shadows painting both of them larger and smaller on the walls.

Max sat on the bed, legs apart, taking in the room—the toys, the cuffs, the careful arrangement that said more about Jess’s hope and terror than any conversation could. “Looks like you’ve been busy,” they said, a touch of dark humor in their voice.

Jess flushed, embarrassment burning in her cheeks. “I needed to be ready. I needed everything to be… perfect.”

Max’s gaze softened. “Nothing about this needs to be perfect. I’m not here for your scene. I’m here for you.”

Jess hesitated, her old script trying to reassert itself—smile, serve, seduce, manage. But Max just waited, silent, letting her be messy, uncertain, human.

The ache in Jess’s chest threatened to spill over. She sat beside Max, knees touching, dress rumpling beneath her. The first touch was awkward, almost clumsy: Max’s hand sliding over hers, callused fingers entwining, their thumb tracing the ridges of old scars. Jess shivered, every nerve lighting up at the warmth, the realness, the knowledge that this touch couldn’t be pixelated or taken back.

She let herself lean in, forehead to Max’s shoulder, her body trembling with the effort of not fleeing, not hiding, not rehearsing the next move.

Max whispered, “I missed you. All of you. Not just the version on my screen.”

Jess closed her eyes, letting herself believe it for one shuddering breath. Her body, so long denied, so carefully curated, began to remember what it felt like to be wanted in flesh and blood.

They sat like that for a long time, two bodies sharing silence, breath, and the slow, terrifying return to presence.

No scene. No rush. Just two people close enough to break.

They sat for a while in the hush—Jess’s head pressed to Max’s shoulder, Max’s hand stroking absent circles along her spine. The candles flickered, throwing warm, trembling light across the sheets, the toys, the shadows of their bodies twined together but still not fully touching. Jess’s breath slowed by degrees, but the tension in her belly refused to ease.

She broke the silence first, voice barely more than a whisper. “I’m afraid.”

Max’s fingers paused, then resumed their slow tracing. “Of what, love?”

Jess squeezed her eyes shut, shame crawling up her neck. “That I won’t be enough. That I’ll be too much. That I’ll mess it up like I did before.”

Max’s grip tightened, not in restraint but in presence. “You didn’t mess up, Jess. Things got hard. We both had limits we didn’t see coming. That’s not the same as failing. Not for me, anyway.”

Jess pulled away, searching Max’s face. The words she needed to say felt jagged and huge. “I keep thinking about that last night, before… everything. I got greedy. I kept pushing, even when you tried to slow me down. I wanted you to hurt me, to punish me, and I couldn’t say stop. Not really. I still don’t know if I want to. And I hate that part of myself, but I can’t let go of it, either.”

Max’s eyes were unwavering—clear, loving, unsparing. “You wanted forgiveness and you wanted to be punished. But you wanted it to be safe, and it stopped feeling safe. That’s not shameful, Jess. That’s human.”

Jess’s lip trembled. “What if I do it again? What if I ruin it?”

“You won’t,” Max said simply. “Because tonight, we talk. We use words. No scenes unless you ask for them. No punishment unless you say what it’s for, and what you need to feel forgiven. If you use your safeword, everything stops. If you say ‘mercy,’ I’ll hold you. If you say ‘punish me,’ I’ll only do what you ask, and I’ll check every step.”

Jess swallowed, her shame burning into something sharper—relief, almost. “I want to be restrained. I want to be touched. I want… to atone, I think. I want to feel like you see everything. The ugly parts, too.”

Max reached out, thumb brushing Jess’s lower lip, then sliding along her jaw. “You don’t have to curate for me. I want the ugly parts. The scared parts. The greedy, needy, hungry parts. All I need is for you to ask for what you want. No games, no guessing.”

Jess nodded, eyes shining. “Can you—will you—just talk me through it? I don’t want to hide anymore. I want to be real, even if I break.”

Max smiled—soft, slow, and utterly sure. “That’s what I want too. We go slow. I use my hands, not toys. I tell you what I’m doing before I do it. You ask for every restraint, every stroke, every mercy. Tonight, we make it real. Tonight, you don’t have to be perfect. You just have to be present.”

Jess let out a shaking breath that was half-laughter, half-sob. The rules, spoken aloud and built on trust, felt heavier and safer than any digital protocol. The room was no longer a set—no longer about performance, or distance, or making things look effortless. This was the scene she’d needed all along: nothing between her and Max but words, flesh, and the honest, terrifying risk of being known.

Max leaned in, pressing their forehead to Jess’s, voice barely more than breath: “Ready?”

Jess nodded, and for the first time in years, she meant it.

Max’s hands were gentle, almost reverent as they stroked Jess’s cheek, thumb tracing the soft hollow beneath her eye. For a moment they just breathed together—no rush, no expectation, the space between them electric with possibility and dread. The glow of candlelight softened every angle, blurring the mess of their nerves into something sacred.

“Tell me what you want first,” Max said, voice so low it vibrated through Jess’s bones.

Jess shivered, shoulders hunching as if to make herself smaller, but she met Max’s gaze. “I want you to undress me. Slowly. I want you to see everything.”

Max nodded and slid their hands over Jess’s trembling form, finding the zipper at her side. They moved slow—achingly slow—drawing the dress from her shoulders, letting the fabric slip down her arms, baring inch by inch. Jess sucked in a breath, eyes fluttering closed as cool air kissed her skin, the candlelight exposing old scars and stretch marks, a map of every pleasure and mistake she’d ever made.

Max didn’t rush. They let their fingers brush Jess’s collarbone, her upper arms, tracing the shivers that followed. Each brush of skin was a reassurance: I see you. I want all of you. When Jess was left in only her bra and panties, Max paused, eyes locked on hers.

“Keep going?” Max asked, always asking.

Jess nodded, voice thin with wanting. “Yes. Please.”

Max’s hands unhooked her bra, let it fall away, then peeled her panties down her thighs, never looking away, never hurrying past the parts Jess would usually hide. Naked, Jess felt exposed—not the curated nakedness of a camera or a mirror, but raw and full of breath, the candlelight painting every bruise and shadow.

Max’s hands mapped her, slow and certain: fingertips finding the rough patches on Jess’s elbows, the dimples at her hips, the faint new scar along her inner thigh. “You’re beautiful,” Max murmured, and Jess’s whole body shook, the words hitting harder than any restraint.

“Ask me,” Max said again, holding up the first pair of cuffs—heavy leather, worn to softness by years of careful use.

Jess hesitated, breath stalling in her chest, and then—voice quivering—she whispered, “Cuff me, please.”

Max’s eyes warmed with pride and promise. “Which wrist first?”

Jess’s lip trembled. “Left.”

Max buckled the cuff around Jess’s left wrist, the leather snug and safe, then offered the other. “And the right?”

“Right,” Jess whispered, the sound almost lost in the hush. The second cuff closed with a gentle finality, Jess’s hands now anchored, the first real weight of submission grounding her back into her body.

“Ankles?” Max prompted.

Jess swallowed and nodded, voice stronger. “Yes. Please. All of it.”

Max worked slowly, binding Jess’s ankles, leaving her legs open and bent at the knee. Every knot was explained before it was tied, every touch a question and an answer all at once. The cuffs didn’t just restrain—they claimed Jess’s body as worthy of care, of attention, of being held even in her ugliest places.

When it was done, Jess was splayed open on the bed, every limb anchored, every inch of her on display. There was nothing to hide behind—no screens, no “good angle,” no chance to mute her own trembling.

Max stepped back, taking in the sight. “You’re here. You’re real. Do you want to keep going?”

Jess felt the old urge to cover up, to joke, to reach for her phone and vanish into distance. But the words wouldn’t come. All that was left was her body—aching, needy, desperate to be touched and terrified to be seen.

“Please, Max. Touch me. All of me. I need you to.”

Max crawled onto the bed, weight pressing Jess into the mattress, hands sliding over her belly, her thighs, the backs of her knees. Every touch was deliberate, worshipful—never skipping past the places Jess most hated, most needed to believe could be loved.

They pressed a kiss to the web of scars at Jess’s wrist, another to the dark patch at her hip, another to the bruise blooming along her thigh. Jess sobbed, the sound a jagged edge of relief and shame.

“You’re safe,” Max whispered. “You’re wanted. Just as you are.”

Jess melted into the bindings, body burning, eyes wet with tears she no longer tried to blink away. Every inch of restraint, every mark of Max’s mouth and hands, felt like a new script—one that said she could be wanted not despite, but because of everything she’d spent so long hiding.

There was no distance. No curation. Just Jess, held and claimed and real, with nowhere left to go but deeper into her own skin.

The cuffs and ropes held Jess wide open, every limb anchored to a promise she’d made and could no longer take back. Candlelight licked her naked skin, painting sweat into gold at her throat and breastbone. The air was warm and thick, full of Max’s scent—cologne, leather, and a hint of woodsmoke—and the slower, subtler musk of Jess’s own need, rising raw and animal from between her spread thighs.

Max knelt at the foot of the bed, body broad and steady, gaze fixed on Jess as if there was nothing else in the world. Their hands traced slow, lazy patterns from ankle to knee, sometimes gentle, sometimes teasingly firm, sometimes just hovering close enough for heat to spark goosebumps.

“Tell me what you feel,” Max murmured, voice both command and invitation.

Jess squeezed her eyes shut, breath stuttering. “I feel—” Her voice broke. “I feel exposed. Embarrassed. Greedy. Like I’ll never be able to hide again.”

Max rewarded her with a soft, approving hum. Their fingers dragged up Jess’s thigh, thumb brushing the slick already gathering at the crease of her hip. “You don’t get to hide. Not tonight. Not from me. What do you want, Jess? Say it.”

Jess whimpered, the humiliation blooming, sharp as the ache in her cunt. “I want you to touch me. I want—I want to be used. I want you to make me beg for it.”

Max smiled, dark and kind all at once. “That’s a good start.” One broad hand cupped Jess’s knee, pushing her thighs farther apart. The other ghosted over her stomach, up to her breast, thumb circling a nipple until it was hard and flushed.

Jess moaned, hips lifting despite the restraints. Every muscle in her body ached for friction, for fullness, for relief—every nerve strung tight between shame and the desperate need to be filled, to be ruined by hands she could not mute or pixelate.

Max leaned in, mouth hot and damp at Jess’s breast, sucking her nipple until she writhed. “Say more.”

Jess bit her lip, tears threatening. “Please, Max, touch my cunt. Make me come. Or—” her voice broke, shame and want colliding—“Don’t. Edge me. I want to feel desperate. I want to be made to beg for real, not just for show.”

Max’s fingers slid between Jess’s thighs, tracing her folds, never quite giving in to pressure, just enough to smear slick over burning skin. “Like this?”

Jess bucked, throat tight. “Yes—no—fuck, please, just a little more—”

Max denied her with ruthless patience, fingers dancing over her clit, then pulling away, tracing the crease of her thigh, returning to her nipples, her stomach, her inner arm—anywhere but the place she needed most.

Jess was forced to voice it all, to beg: “Please, Max, don’t stop. Please make me wait. Make me ask for it. Make me prove I want it.”

Max’s teeth scraped the side of Jess’s knee, then trailed up to the softest part of her thigh. “Why do you want that, Jess? What do you really need right now?”

Jess sobbed, the sound torn from her. “I need to be punished for wanting too much. I need to be forgiven. I want you to see me, to see how much I ache, and to use me anyway.”

Max’s hand gripped Jess’s jaw, turning her face so their eyes met, candlelight flickering between them. “You’re not too much. You’re not too greedy. You’re honest. And tonight, you don’t get what you want just because you ask. You get it because you let yourself need it. You get it because you let me see you breaking.”

Every round of teasing and denial ratcheted the tension higher. Max’s fingers would circle, press, retreat. They licked Jess’s clit once, then left her trembling, slick dripping onto the sheet, every muscle taut and shaking.

“Tell me again what you need,” Max said, relentless.

Jess, voice raw and shaking: “I need to be ruined. I need to be forgiven for all of it. Please, Max, make me wait. Make me earn it. Please—”

Her body was alive with sensation, every nerve straining for what she was denied, every plea echoing off the walls. The humiliation wasn’t digital now; it was sweat and tears, the salt on her skin, the mess between her thighs, the hungry, honest way Max drank in every broken word.

Her fear of being “too greedy” collided with the fact that Max kept showing up, kept holding her there, kept making her name the thing she was most afraid to want:

Touch me. Hold me. Break me and put me back together.

Jess was helpless to anything but the truth, and in that helplessness, she finally began to let herself believe she could be forgiven—not for what she’d done, but for needing this at all.

Jess’s voice was a raw thread, trembling in the heat. “I have to tell you—” She struggled, words catching, tears smearing her cheeks. “I wanted too much. I kept pushing. I wanted to break, to be punished for it, but I couldn’t say stop. And when I did, I felt like I’d ruined everything. Like I’d ruined us.”

Max’s hands cupped Jess’s face, thumbs brushing away the tears, their gaze fierce and unyielding. “You haven’t ruined anything, Jess. You’re here. You’re asking. That’s enough.”

Jess shook her head, chains of old self-loathing clanking inside her chest. “I’m afraid I’ll always be too greedy. That I’ll never deserve to be forgiven. That I’ll take too much and end up alone.”

Max’s grip grew firmer, voice dropping to a growl that was all promise and no threat. “You want punishment? You want to atone?” They leaned in, lips grazing Jess’s ear. “You get it on my terms. You’re not getting off until you feel the difference between penance and cruelty. I want every word. Every sob. Every reason. I want you to give it up, Jess—give up the story that you’re too much. You’re not leaving this bed with your shame.”

Max repositioned, looming over her bound body, straddling her thighs. Jess’s heart pounded in terror and hope, wrists tugging at the cuffs. Max’s palm landed on her inner thigh—sharp, a jolt that sent heat singing up her nerves.

Jess gasped, arching into the strike. “Yes, more, please, please—”

Max didn’t relent. They spanked her thighs, her ass, never brutal but never soft, each blow a question: Will you let yourself be punished? Will you let it matter? Will you let yourself be forgiven? Jess sobbed, hips jerking, tears running unchecked.

Max paused, leaning in, breath hot against Jess’s ear. “Why are you being punished?”

Jess choked, voice gone hoarse. “For wanting too much. For not stopping. For being afraid to ask—”

Max’s palm landed again, then fingers slid between Jess’s legs, finding her soaked and shaking. “That’s not a crime, Jess. Needing is not a crime. Say what you want to be forgiven for. Say it, and let it go.”

Jess’s confession spilled out: “I want to be used. I want to be loved. I want to be forgiven for wanting so much, for being a mess, for failing you, for failing myself.”

Max stilled, one hand wrapped around Jess’s trembling jaw. “I forgive you. Not because you’ve earned it, but because you’re mine and you’re here. Because your need is holy to me. Because you kept coming back.”

Jess broke, body wracked with sobs, the punishment blurring into mercy, the sharp ache in her thighs and ass nothing compared to the ache that had lived in her heart. Max gathered her up, held her tight even as the restraints kept her spread, their lips gentle on her temple, their words a steady rhythm:

“You are forgiven. You are wanted. I see every hungry, greedy part of you, and I love them all.”

The scene softened, punishment giving way to care. Max stroked Jess’s face, wiped her tears, cradled her in the bindings. Jess’s shame bled out, leaving her open and trembling, her whole body alive with the new knowledge that she could be ruined and still cherished—could ask for mercy and have it given.

The guilt did not vanish, but it loosened, became something softer, more honest. Jess rested in Max’s arms, held in her pain, every mark on her skin a record not of failure, but of survival and grace.

For the first time, Jess truly believed that atonement was possible—not through denial, not through self-hatred, but by letting herself be broken and then gathered up, over and over, until the old story gave way to something new.

The air was thick with the ghost of pain and the promise of something gentler. Jess lay bound and spent, face streaked with tears and sweat, every inch of her trembling from the ordeal and the relief that followed. Her thighs ached where Max’s hand had marked her, her wrists throbbed in their cuffs, her heart beat wildly beneath her breast.

Max stroked Jess’s cheek with the backs of their fingers, soothing and steady. “Breathe for me, Jess.”

Jess obeyed, ragged at first, then deeper, more even. Her body was a map of sensation—sting and burn, the tender fullness between her legs, the slow ebb of shame into something sweeter. She blinked up at Max, gaze unfocused, lips parted, the softest sound of need escaping her.

Max’s voice dropped to a hush, thick with emotion. “You’ve taken everything I’ve given. You’ve given up everything you tried to hide. I’m proud of you. Are you ready to let go?”

Jess’s body shook with anticipation and fear. “Yes,” she whispered. “Please. Please, Max, I need to—”

Max smiled, a slow and devastating thing. “You have my permission. But you don’t come for me. You come for you. For every time you thought you had to earn it. For every moment you thought you were too much.”

Their hand slid between Jess’s legs, two fingers pressing deep, thumb circling her clit in a rhythm that was both merciless and loving. Jess writhed in the bindings, every muscle straining, the humiliation of her mess replaced by an animal hunger she didn’t care to hide.

Max’s other hand tangled in Jess’s hair, holding her gaze, anchoring her in the now. “Let it happen. I’m not letting go. You’re safe. Let it happen.”

The pleasure rose sharp and fast, burning through every ache and bruise, every tear and confession. Jess moaned, then sobbed, her body taking over, rocking up into Max’s hand as if she could climb her way into forgiveness.

The orgasm hit hard, wrenching, shaking her to the bone. She cried out, the sound echoing off the walls, tears streaming down her cheeks as her body convulsed, release rolling through her in waves so intense she nearly blacked out. Her vision blurred, her limbs useless in the cuffs, her voice breaking on Max’s name.

She came again, and again—permission granted not just for pleasure, but for grief, for need, for the whole wild tangle of feeling she’d spent so long tamping down.

By the time she sagged, limp and sobbing, Max was already unbuckling the cuffs, gathering Jess up into their arms, holding her against a broad, steady chest. Jess clung, nails digging into Max’s shirt, heart pounding so loud it threatened to drown out everything else.

“It’s okay,” Max whispered, rocking her slowly. “You’re safe. I’ve got you. You did so well.”

Jess wept, her tears soaking Max’s neck. For a long time, that was enough—being held, being seen, every part of her witnessed and accepted.

The aftershocks faded, but the relief did not. Jess felt emptied out, washed clean. The shame was still there, but now it was small, manageable, just another part of her body to be loved.

Max stayed with her, murmuring praise, their hands tracing each bruise, each scar, each trembling inch of flesh. Jess let herself be tended, let herself be wanted, let herself rest—truly rest—for the first time in memory.

And in the cocoon of Max’s arms, she realized that release wasn’t the end. It was the beginning: a new way of being touched, of being forgiven, of being real.

After, Jess collapsed against Max’s chest, boneless and weeping, every sob met with the steady rise and fall of Max’s breath. Their hands never stopped moving: stroking her hair, massaging her shoulders, trailing down her back and over the bruises and marks that mapped the story of her surrender. Each touch was slow, unhurried, no longer about claim or command—just presence, just the truth that Jess was not alone.

Max shifted them both, rolling Jess onto her side and curling behind her, one broad hand splayed over Jess’s belly, thumb rubbing slow circles where the rope had pressed deep. Jess clung, letting her body settle into the embrace, every muscle loose, the exhaustion not just physical but soul-deep. Her breathing matched Max’s, slow and even, her own heartbeat no longer a frantic drum but a softer, steadier thrum.

Max reached for the blanket, tucking it around Jess’s shoulders, pulling her close until there was no space left between them. They pressed a kiss to Jess’s temple, lips lingering there, words murmured into skin: “You did so well, Jess. I’m proud of you. I’m not letting go.”

The tears began again, but this time Jess didn’t fight them. She let herself be cradled, nuzzled, rocked through the storm’s aftermath. Max’s fingers traced the outline of each bruise with care, a silent promise that every mark would be remembered, every wound accounted for, every jagged edge cherished. For the first time, Jess didn’t want to hide. She wanted to be counted, all the way down to the bone.

After a while, Max fetched her a glass of water, helping her drink, wiping her lips with the gentlest of touches. They checked her wrists, massaged her fingers, kissed her knuckles and the webbing between, praising her for her honesty, her bravery, her need.

Jess looked up, eyes swollen, voice hoarse but steady. “I never thought I could feel safe in my own body again. I didn’t believe it was possible—not after everything, not after the distance, the mistakes, the guilt.”

Max smiled, brushing a stray curl from Jess’s cheek. “You don’t have to earn safety. Or forgiveness. Or touch. You get them because you’re here. Because you let me in. Because you chose to let yourself be held.”

Jess melted, warmth blooming in her chest—a slow, honest comfort she’d forgotten she could feel. “Promise me you’ll stay. Promise you’ll touch me tomorrow. Promise you’ll remind me I don’t have to disappear again.”

Max nodded, voice soft but unbreakable. “I promise. Tomorrow, and every day after, if you want it. No tech, no scenes unless you ask. Just you. Just us. Just this.”

They curled together under the blanket, Max’s arms a fortress, the hush of the room broken only by Jess’s quiet, grateful sighs. The toys, the ropes, the shadows faded into the background. What mattered was skin and warmth, the breath of one body mingling with another, the possibility of being wanted—over and over, until it was no longer a question but a given.

Jess closed her eyes, letting Max’s touch anchor her, the shame receding until all that remained was relief, and the sweet, simple miracle of being enough.

Sunlight crept into the room, sliding golden across tangled sheets and bare skin. Jess blinked awake to the hush of morning, the scent of candle wax and last night’s sweat still lingering. For a moment, she didn’t move—just breathed, letting her body catalog the soft ache in her thighs, the tender warmth at her wrists, the absence of tension in her chest.

Max was still there, curled behind her, one arm draped heavy and sure around Jess’s waist. Jess turned, slow and careful, studying the gentle lines of Max’s face in sleep—mouth parted, a dimple pressed into the pillow, a wisp of hair curling at the temple. It felt impossibly intimate, more vulnerable than any scene they’d ever played.

For a heartbeat Jess panicked—what if last night was too much? What if the shame crept back in? But Max stirred, eyes opening, and before Jess could say a word, Max reached out and tucked a stray curl behind her ear, thumb brushing her cheek with the quiet confidence of someone who’d never considered leaving.

“Morning,” Max whispered, voice thick with sleep but soft as a prayer.

Jess smiled, shy and new. “Morning.”

They lay together in the stillness, the world pared down to skin and breath, the knowledge that this was real—not a fantasy, not a digital performance, but two bodies tangled in the aftermath of trust. Jess rolled onto her back, arm thrown over her eyes, letting herself bask in the safety of being held.

Max pressed a kiss to her shoulder. “How do you feel?”

Jess considered—scanning body and mind, the old reflexes of apology and explanation rising, then fading. “Sore. Safe. Like I don’t have to hide anything.”

Max grinned, all pride and relief. “That’s all I want. For you to know you’re safe here. That you’re wanted, always.”

Jess reached for Max’s hand, lacing their fingers together. “Can we… can we start every morning like this? Not with a scene. Just with touch. Just… you and me.”

Max squeezed her hand, their answer a promise. “Every morning. You just have to ask. And every night, I’ll remind you you’re forgiven. You’re enough. You don’t have to earn a thing.”

The morning unfolded slow and gentle. Max made coffee, Jess scrambled eggs, both moving in quiet synchronicity—each touch a new ritual, every glance another stitch in the fabric of belonging. The toys and ropes sat on the dresser, clean and unused, their power undiminished by being set aside.

Jess watched Max move through the kitchen, heart full to bursting, and realized she wanted—needed—another touch before the day began. She crossed the room, wrapped her arms around Max from behind, pressed her face to their back.

“Touch me,” she whispered, no longer a demand or a plea, just a statement of truth.

Max turned, arms open, drawing Jess in. “Always.”

The story closed not with a scene, or a climax, but with a beginning: two bodies, bruised and bare, building something new out of morning light, forgiveness, and the honest magic of being close enough to break, and still choosing to stay.


Stay With Me a Little Longer

Thank you for reading Tied to Myself: Volume 7.

The final volume in the series is waiting for you.

Next: Tied to Myself: Volume 8 — The Last Undoing

In the final book, the ritual reaches its quiet conclusion. Restraint loosens, the room softens, and what remains is release, completion, and the intimate aftermath of everything that came before. This is the last step in the series’ dark, private journey.

When you’re ready, keep going. https://a.co/d/0bZposBX
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Roman Vale is an independent author of erotic romance and kink-forward fiction, writing stories shaped by control, consent, and desire that deepens rather than resolves. His work unfolds in deliberate, intimate spaces — contracts, rituals, confined dynamics, and chosen imbalances — where surrender is negotiated slowly and power is exercised with intention.

If you sight up for my mailing list you will get a free ebook straight away and then will be able to join my monthly give aways too.

You can connect with me on:

https://romanvale.uk

https://www.facebook.com/profile.php?id=61584740375802

Subscribe to my newsletter:

https://romanvale.uk/secret


Also by Roman Vale

Thank you for reading.

If you found something here to crave — something intense, tender, unsettling, or impossible to forget — I’d be deeply grateful if you left a review.

Every review helps other readers discover my work and keeps these dark, daring stories reaching the people they were written for.

— Roman Vale
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Year of Denial – Quarter One - Teased & Tormented: Teased & Tormented: Femdom Chastity, Erotic Denial, and the First Three Months of Submission - 3 Books in 1 Collection

https://a.co/d/03cTDc3m

One contract.

Three months.

No release.

Adam thought he agreed to a simple challenge.

One month locked in chastity to prove he could change.

Rachel knew better.

What begins in January as a relationship ultimatum quickly transforms into something far more deliberate — a carefully structured system of control, denial, and obedience.

Each month tightens the rules.

Each evaluation strips away another layer of resistance.

Each moment without release reshapes Adam’s body, his thoughts… and eventually his identity.

Quarter One: Teased & Tormented collects the first three volumes of the Locked for the Year saga:

• January Jail – The cage closes for the first time.

• February Frustration – Adam learns there is no early release.

• March Meltdown – Denial becomes psychological.

Catch up on the series so far now! New book every month.
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The Glass Slipper: A Dark Fairytale of Power, Desire, and Possession

https://a.co/d/06Ay4M91

The Glass Slipper is a dark Cinderella retelling that transforms a familiar fairytale into something far more intimate, dangerous, and psychologically charged.

Ella has spent most of her life surviving quietly. In a house that was never truly hers, she has learned to be useful, obedient, and easy to overlook. She knows how to make herself small. She knows how to endure. What she does not know is what it means to be fully seen — not as a servant, not as an inconvenience, not as a burden, but as something wanted.

Everything changes with the invitation to the royal ball.

But this is no innocent celebration, and the palace is not glittering with romance. Beneath the beauty and ceremony lies something older, darker, and far more deliberate. The women invited are not simply guests. They are being observed. Assessed. Measured. Every glance means something. Every interaction is part of a design. And at the centre of that design is the Prince — a man who does not chase, does not guess, and does not charm in the way the storybooks promise.

He chooses.

[image: ]

Do Your Worst: She said she could take it. He never promised to stop - A Dark Romance of Power, Control, and Surrender

https://a.co/d/0gpb7SX1

She said she could take it. He never promised to stop.

Kate wants more than date nights and polite kisses. She wants the tremble that starts in her belly when she kneels; the hush that turns the world soft when he says good girl. One reckless whisper at the kitchen table—do your worst—becomes a contract neither of them can forget.

Sam doesn’t bargain with desire; he builds it. Rules arrive like gifts wrapped in ribbon: how she stands, how she speaks, how she waits. Mornings taste of obedience; evenings taste of consequence. And when he decides her devotion should be worn, not just spoken, Kate feels the first cool brush of metal and understands: this isn’t a phase. It’s a life.
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14-Day Lock: A Valentines Day Ritual Femdom Romance of Chastity, Control, and the Pleasure of Obedience

https://a.co/d/0a10F8dm

Fourteen days.

Fourteen keys.

One lock she controls completely.

Isla Mercer does not play games.

Every February, she begins the same ritual—carefully measured, deliberately unromantic, and absolutely unyielding. A glass heart sits in the centre of her living room, filled with fourteen identical keys. Each one represents a day of control. Each one must be earned through obedience, service, and restraint.

Theo has agreed to submit.

From the moment the lock clicks shut, his pleasure is no longer his concern. Isla does not offer mercy, reassurance, or reward. She offers structure. Rules are spoken once. Failure resets everything. Desire is allowed only as fuel for obedience, never as a bargaining tool.
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The Valentine Handler: A Dark Valentines Day Romance of Chastity, Control, and Surrender

https://a.co/d/06ezmhIH

Every February, she takes one man.

Powerful crime families don’t call Valentina Moreau to kill their problems.

They call her to reassign them.

Known only as the Valentine Handler, Valentina specialises in bloodless victories—contracts instead of bullets, devotion instead of destruction. Her methods are elegant, discreet, and irreversible.

This year’s assignment is Luca De Santis: a reckless syndicate heir whose charm, excess, and entitlement are destabilising the city’s fragile balance of power. Killing him would start a war. Letting him live unchecked would be worse.
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Til Denial Do Us Part: A Femdom Marriage Contract Romance of Chastity, Power Exchange, Denied Pleasure, and a Wife’s Awakening into Control

https://a.co/d/0gpRLjMm

On the night before their wedding, Elena and Daniel sign a joke “Marital Control Contract.”

What begins as laughter quickly becomes the most dangerous kind of truth.

When fiery, athletic, red-haired Elena slips the velvet pouch with the key into her bag, she tells herself it’s only a game. But once the ring is on her finger and the vows are said, something shifts inside her—something bold, hungry, and impossibly powerful. Daniel expects a perfect wedding night. Instead, his new wife gives him a soft kiss, a teasing smile… and the first denial.
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